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QH ALL the great ſoul of NæwroN quit this earth, 
To mingle with his ſtars; and every Muſe, 
Aſtoniſh' d into ſilence, ſhun the weight 
Df honours due to his illuſtrious name? 
But what can man Even now the ſons of light, 
n ſtrains high-warbled to ſeraphic lyre, 
ail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs. 
et am I not deter'd, though high the theme, 
Ind ſung to harps of angels; for with you, 
ethereal flames! ambitious, 1 aſpire 
Nature's general ſymphony to join. 
And what new wonders can you ſhow your gueſt! 
Tho, while on this dim ſpat, where mortals toil 
louded in duſt, from Motion's ſimple laws, 
duld trace the ſecret hand of Providence, 
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Buy his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys 
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Wide-working thro' this univerſal frame. 
Have ye not liſtened, while he bound the funs 

And planets to their ſpheres ! th' unequal taſk 

Of human kind till then. Oft had they roll'd 

O'er erring man the year, and oft diſgrac'd 

The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was known 

Full in its cauſes and eſſects, to him, 

All-piercing ſage ! who ſate not down and dream'd 

Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din 

Of ſpecious words, and tyranny of names; 

But, bidding his amazing mind attend, 

And with heroic patience years on years 

Deep-ſearching, ſaw at laſt the ſyſtem dawn, 

And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. 

What were his raptures then! how pure! how ſtrong! p 

And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, Wy 


In ſome ſmall fray victorious! when inſtead 
Of ſhatter'd parcels of this earth uſurp'd. 

By violence unmanly, and ſore deeds 

Of cruelty and blood, Nature herſelf 

Stood all-ſubdu'd by him, and open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view. 

All intellectual eye, our folar round 

Firſt gazing thro', he by the blended power 
Of gravitation and projection ſaw 

The whole in ſilent harmony revolve. 
From unaſiſted viſion hid, the moons 

To chear remoter planets numerous form'd, 
By him in all their mingled tracts were ſeen. 
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He alſo fix'd our wandering queen of night : 
Whether ſhe wanes into a ſcanty orb, | 
Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 
In a ſoft deluge overflows the ſky. 

Her every motion, clear diſcerning, He 
Adjuſted to the mutual Main, and taught 

Why now the mighty maſs of water ſwells 
Reſiſtleſs, heaving on the broken rocks, 

And the full river turning ; till again 

The tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 

A yellow waſte of idle ſands behind. 

Then breaking hence, he took his ardent flight 
Thro” the blue infinite; and every ſtar, 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Pours on the eye, or aſtronomic tube, 
Far-ſtretching, ſnatches from the dark abyſs, 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies 
To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into fans, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious ſyſtem : all combin'd, 

And rul'd unerring by that ſingle power, 
Which draws the ſtone projected to the ground. 
O unprofuſe magnificence divine ! 

O wiſdom truly perfect! thus to call 

rom a few cauſes ſuch a ſcheme of things, 
Effects ſo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerſe compleat ! and, O belov'd 
Of Heaven, whoſe well-purg'd penetrative eye, 
The myſtic veil tranſpiercing, inly ſcann'd 
ac riſing, moving, wide-eſtabliſh'd ame. 
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s TO THE-MEMORY OF 6. 
He, firſt of men, with awful wing purſu'd 
The Comet thro” the long elliptic curve, 


As round innumerous worlds he wound his way; 


Til, to the forehead of our evening ſky 
'Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 
And o'er the trembling nations ſhakes diſmay. 


The heavens are all his own; from the wild rule 


Of whirling vortices and circling ſpheres, 

To their firſt great ſimplicity reſtor d. 

The Schools aſtoniſh'd ſtood ; but found it vain 
To combat ſtill with demonſtration ſtrong, 
And, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze 
Of truth. At once their pleaſing viſions fied, 
With the gay ſhadows af the morning mix d, 
When NzwrTox roſe, our philoſophic ſan. 

'Th' atrial flow of Sound was known to him, 
From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
Till the touch'd organ takes the meſſage in. 
Nor could the darting Beam, of ſpeed immenſe, 
Eſcape his ſwift purſuit, and meaſuring eye. 
Even Light itſelf, which every thing diſplays, 
Shone undiſcover'd, till his brighter mind 
Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day; 

And, from the whitening undiſtinguiſh' d blaze, 
Collecting every ray into his kind, 

To the charm'd eye educ'd the gorgeous train 
Of parent-colours. Firſt, the flaming Red 


And next delicious Yellow; by whoſe ſide 
Fell the kind beams of all-refreſhing Green. 


Sprung vivid forth; the tawny Orange next ? 
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Then the pure Blue, that Twells autumnal ſkies, 
Aethereal play'd; and then, of fadder hue, 
Emerg'd the deepned Indico, as when a 
The heavy ſkirted evening droops with froſt. 
While the laſt gleamings of refracted light 
Dy'd in the fainting Violet away. 
| KD Theſe, when the clouds diſtil the roſy ſhower, 
Shine out diſtinct adown the wat'ry bow; 
While o'er our heads the dewy viſion bends 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 
Myriads of mingling dyes from theſe reſult, 
And myriads hill remain Infinite ſource 
Of beauty, ever-fluſhing, ever-new ! 
Did ever Poet image anght ſo fair, 
Dreaming in whiſpering groves, by the hoarſe brook ! 
Or prophet, to whoſe rapture heaven deſcends! 
Even now the ſetting ſun and ſhifting clouds, 
Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 
ow juſt, how beauteous the refractive law. 
The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 
o vaſt eternity's unbounded ſea, 
here the green iſlands of the happy ſhine, 
He ſtemm'd alone; and to the ſource ( involy'd - 
Deep in primaeval gloom) aſcending, rais'd - 
His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 
iſtorian, wilder'd on his darkſome way. 
But who can number up his labours ? who 
His high diſcoveries ſing ? when but a few 
| WOf the deep-ſtudying race can ſtretch their minds 


4s TO THE MEMORY OF 136. 


How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty theme ? 
What wonder thence that his devotion fwell'd 
Reſponſive to his knowledge ! for could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 

The finiſh'd univerſity of things, 

In all its order, magnitude, and parts, 

Forbear inceſſant to adore that Powzx 

Who fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole? 

Say, ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few, 

Who ſaw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 

All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 

The vaſt unborrow d treaſures of his mind, 
Oh ſpeak the wondrous man! how mild, how calm 
How greatly humble, how divinely good; 
How firm eſtabliſh'd on eternal truth; 
Fervent in doing well, with every nerve 
Still preſſing on, forgetful of the paſt, 
And panting for perfection: far above 
Thoſe little cares, and viſionary joys, | 
That ſo perplex the fond impaſſion d heart 
Of ever-cheated, ever-truſting man. 

And you, ye hopelcfs gloomy-minded tribe, 
You who, unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 
Againſt the prime endearing privilege 
Offfleing dare contend, fay, can a foul 
Of ſuck extenſive, deep, tremendous powers, 
Enlarging ſtill, be but a finer breath 
Of ſpirits dancing thro” their tabes a while, 

And then for ever loſt in vacant air? 


— 
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But hark! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
zolemn as when ſome awful change is come, 
Sound thro'the world Tis done! the meaſure's full; 
© And I reſign my charge. Le mouldering ſtones, 
That build the towering pyramid, the proud 
Triumphal arch, the monument effac'd 
By ruthleſs ruin, and whate er ſupports 
The worſhip'd name of hoar antiquity, 
Down to the duſt ! what grandeur can ye boaſt, 
While NzwTox lifts his column to the ſkies, 
ond the waſte of time. Let no weak drop 
Be ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
ut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 
Theſe are the tombs that claim the tender tear 

id elegiac ſong. But Nxwro calls 
or other notes of gratulation high, 
hat now he wanders thro'thoſe endleſs worlds 
e here ſo well deſcried, and wondering talks, 
id hymns their Author with his glad compeers. 
© Britain's boaſt? whether with angels thou 
ditteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, 
a0 joy to ſee the honour of their kind; 
dr whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 
Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 
omparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 

ad grateful adoration, for that light 
So plenteous ray d into thy mind below, 
rom LicuT himſelf : Oh look with pity down 
Dn human kind, a frail erroneous race 


the ſpirit of a downward world: 


? 
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O'er thy dejected country, chief preſide, 

And be her Genius call'd ! her ſtadies raiſe, 
Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth: 
For, tho'deprav'd and funk, ſhe brought thee forth 

And glories in thy name ; ſhe points thee out 

To all her ſons, and bids them eye thy ſtar: 

While in expectance of the ſecond life, 

When time ſhall be no more, thy ſacred duſt I 
Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene. 
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Et tantas audetis tollere moles ? 

Quos cgo—ſcd motos praeſtat componere fluctus. 
Poſt mihi non ſimili poena commiſſa luetis. 
Maturate fugam, regique hace dicite veſtro: 

Non illi imperium pelagi, , tridentem, 
Sed mihi forte datum. Vina. 
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As on the ſea-beat ſhore BatTAMNtA ſat, 

Of her degenerate ſons the faded fame, 

Deep in her anxious heart, revolving ſad: 

Bare was her throbbing boſom to the gale, 

That hoarſe, and hollow, from the bleak ſurge blew: 
ooſe flow d her treſſes; rent her azure robe. 

ung o'er the deep, from her majeſtic brow | Y 
She tore the laurel, and ſhe tore the bay. : 

or ceas'd the copious grief to bathe her cheek ; 

Nor ceas'd her ſobs to murmur to the main. 

Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretch'd | 
er dove-like wings: and War, tho' greatly rouzed, 
et mourn'd his fetter'd hands. While thus the queen 
Df nations ſpoke; and what ſhe ſaid the Muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in unbidden verſe. 

Even not yon fail, that, from the ſky-mix'd wave, 
Dawns on the ſight, and wafts the Ro vA. Tou * 
A freight of future glory to my ſhore; 
Even not the flattering view of golden days, 7 
And riſing periods yet of bright renown, 
Beneath the rarexnTs, and their endleſs line 


* 


_ 


* Frederick Prince of Wales, then lately arrived; 
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Throꝰ late revolving time, can ſoothe my rage; Wer: 
While, unchaſtis'd, th' inſulting Spaniard dares Whe 
Infeſt the trading flood, full of vain war, In th 
Deſpiſe my navies, and my merchants ſeize; Dare 
As, truſting to falſe peace, they fearleſs roam Who 


The world of waters wild, made, by the toil, 
And liberal blood of glorious ages, mine: 
Nor burſts my ſleeping thunder on their head. Won 
Whence this unwonted patience ? this weak doubt ? 
This tame beſeeching of rejected peace? 

This meek forbearance; this unnative fear, 

To generous Britons never known before ? 

And ſail'd my fleets for this; on Indian tides 

To float, unactive, with the veering winds ? 

The mockery of war! while hot diſeaſe, 

And floth diſtemper'd, ſwept off burning crouds, 
For action ardent; and amid the deep, 

Inglorious, ſunk them in a watery grave. 

There now they ly beneath the rolling flood, 

Far from their friends; and country, unaveng'd ; 
And back the drooping war-ſhip comes again, 
Diſpirited. and thin; her ſons aſhamed 

Thus idly to review their native ſhore; 

With not one glory ſparkling in their eye, 

One triumph on their tongue. A paſſenger, 

The violated merchant comes along ; 

That far-fought wealth, for which the noxious gale 
He drew, and ſweat beneath equator funs, 
By lawleſs force detain'd ; a force that foon 
Would melt away, and every ſpoil reſign, 
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Were once the Britiſh lion heard to roar. 
Whence is it that the proud Iberian thus, 

In their own well-afſerted element, ; 
Dares rouze to wrath the maſters of the main ? 
Who told him that the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have roll'd his trembling ports 
In ſmoaky ruin? and his guilty ſtores, 

Won by the ravage of a butchered world, 

Yet unaton'd, funk in the ſwollowing deep, 

Or led the glittering prize into the Thames? 

There was à time (oh let my languid fons 

Reſume their ſpirit at the rouzing thought) 
hen all the pride of Spain, in one dread fleet, 

Swell'd o'er the lab ring ſurge ; like a whole heaven 

Of clouds, wide-roll'd before the boandlefs breeze. 

aily the ſplendid armament along 

E xultant plow d, reflecting a red gleam, 

\s ſunk the fan, o'er all the flaming Vaſt ; 

'all, gorgeous and elate; drunk with the dream 

Df caſy conqueſt ; while their bloated war, 

Stretch'd out from fy to ſky, the gather'd force 

Df ages held im its capacious womb. ; 

But ſoon, regardlefs of the cumbrous pomp, 

y dauntlefs Britoas came, a gloomy few, 
ith tempeſt black, the goodly ſcene deform d, 
nd laid their glory waſte. The bolts of fate 

Reſiſtleſs thunder d thro' their yielding Gidex; 

ierce o'er their beauty blaz'd the lurid flame; 

And feiz'd in horrid grafp, or ſhatter'd wide, 

mid the mighty waters, deep they ſunk. 
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Then too from every promontory chill, 
Rank fen, and cavern where the wild wave works, 


I ſwept confed'rate winds, and ſwell'd a ſtorm. 
Round the glad iſle, ſnatch'd by the vengeful blaſt, 
The ſcatter d remnants drove; on the blind ſhelve, 
And pointed rock, that marks th' indented ſhore, 
Relentleſs daſh'd, where loud the northern main 
Howls thro' the fraftur'd Caledonian iſles, 

Such were the dawnings of my wat'ry reign; 
But fince how vaſt it grew, how abſolute, 
Even in thoſe troubled times, when dreadfal Buaxz 
Aw'd angry nations with the Britiſh name, 
Let every humbled ſtate, let Europe fay, 
Suſtain'd, and balanc'd, by my naval arm. 
Ah what muſt thoſe immortal fpirits think 
Of your poor ſhifts? Thoſe, for their country's good, 
Who fac'd the blackeſt danger, knew no fear, 
No mean ſubmiſſion, but commanded peace. 
Ah how with indignation muſt they burn ! 
(If aught but joy, can touch acthereal breaſts) 
With ſhame! with grief! to ſee their feeble ſons 
Shrink from that empire o'er the conquer'd ſeas, 
For which their wiſdom plan'd, their councils glow'd, 
And their veins bled thro' many a toiling age. 

Oh firſt of human bleſſings ! and ſupreme! - 
Fair Peace! how lovely, how delightful thou 
By whoſe wide tie, the kindred ſons of men, 
Like brothers live, in amity combin'd, - 
And unſuſpicious faith; while honeſt toil 
Gives every joy, and to thoſe joys a right, 
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Which idle, barbarous rapine but uſurps. 
Pure is thy reign ; when, unaccurs'd by blood, 
Nought, fave the ſweetneſs of indulgent ſhowers, 
Trickling diſtils into the vernant glebe ; 
Inſtead of mangled carcaſes, fad ſeen, 
When the blythe ſheaves lye ſcatter'd o'er the field; 
When only ſhining ſhares, the crooked knife, 
And hooks imprint the vegetable wound ; 
When the land bluſhes with the roſe alone, 
The falling fruitage, and the bleeding vine. | 
Oh, Peace! thou fource and foul of ſocial life; | 
Beneath whoſe calm inſpiring influence, 
Science his view enlarges, Art refines, 
And ſwelling Commerce opens all her ports ; 
Bleſt be the man divine, who gives us thee ! 
L Who bids the trumpet huſh his horrid clang, 
Nor blow the giddy nations into rage ; 
Who ſheathes the murderous blade ; the deadly gun 
Into the well-pil'd armory returns; 
And every vigour from the work of death 
To grateful induſtry converting, makes 
he country flouriſh, and the city ſmile. 
Unviolated, him the virgin fings; 
\nd him the ſmiling mother to her train. 
Df him the ſhepherd, in the peaceful dale, 
haunts; and, the treaſures of his labour 
he huſbandman of him, as at the plough, e 
Dr team, he toils. With him the ſailor ſoothes, 
geneath the trembling moon, the midnight wave; 
Ind the full city, warm, from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
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And ſhop to ſhop, reſponſive, rings of him. 
Nor joys one land alone; his praiſe extends 
Far as the ſun rolls the diſſuſive day; 

Far as the breeze can bear the gifts of peace, 
Till all the happy nations catch the ſong. | 

What would not, Peace! the patriot bear for thee? 
What painful patience? what ince ſſant care? 

What mix'd anxiety? what Geeplecſs toil ? 

Even from the raſh protected what reproach ? 
For he thy value knows ; thy friendſhip he 

To human nature : but the better thou, 

The richer of delight, ſometimes the more 
Inevitable war, when rufftan force 

Awakes the fury of an injur d ſtate. 

Even the good, patient man, whom reaſon rules; 
Rouz'd by bold inſult, and injurious rage, 

With ſharp and ſudden check, th' aſtonifh'd ſons 
Ol violence confounds; firm as his cauſe, 

His bolder heart; in awful juſtice clad; 

His eyes cffulging a peculiar fire: 

And, as he charges thro' the proftrate war, 
His keen arm teaches faithleſs men, no more 
To dare the ſacred vengeance of the juſt. 

And what, my thoughtleſs ſons, ſhould fire you more, 
Than when your well-carn'd empire of the deep 
The leaſt beginning injury receives ? 

What better cauſe can call your lightening forth ? 
Your thunder wake ? your deareſt life demand ? 
What better cauſe, than when your country ſces 
The ly deſtruction at her vitals aim'd ? 
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For oh it much imports you, 'tis your all, 

To keep your trade entire, entire the force, 

And honour of your flects ; oer that to watch 
Even with a hand ſevere, and jealous eye. 

In intercourſe be gentle, generaus, juſt, 

By Wiſdom poliſh'd, and of manners fair; 

But on the ſea be terrible, untam'd, 
Unconquerable ſtill : let none eſcape, 

Who ſhall but aim to touch your glory there. 

Is there the man, into the lion's den, 

Who dares intrude, to ſnatch his young away ? 
And is a Briton ſeiz d? and ſeiz'd beneath 

The flumbering terrors of a Britiſh fleet? 

Then ardent riſe! oh great in vengeance riſe; 
O'erturn the proud, teach rapiue to reſtore : 

And as you ride ſublimely round the world, 
Make every veſlel ſtoop, make every ſtate 

At once their welfare and their duty know. 

This is your glory ; this your wiſdom; this 

The native power for which you were deſign'd 

By fate, when fate deſign'd the firmeft ſtate 
That e er was ſeated on the ſubject ſea ; 

A ſtate, alone, where Liberty ſhould live, 

In theſe late times, this evening of mankind, 
When Athens, Rome and Carthage are no more, 
The world almoſt in laviſh ſloth diſſolved. 

For this, theſe rocks around your coaſt were thrown ; | 
For this your, oaks, peculiar harden'd, ſhoot | 
Strong into ſturdy growth; ſor this, your hearts 
Swell with a ſullen courage, growing (till 
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Are liberal pour d o'er all the fervent land. 
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As danger grows; and ſtrength, and toil for this 


Then cheriſh this, this unexpenſive power, 
Undangerous to the public, ever prompt, 

By laviſh nature thruſt into your hand : 

And unencumber'd with the bulk immenſe 

Of conqueſt, whence huge empires roſe, and fell 
Self-cruſh'd, extend your reign from ſhore to ſhore, 
Where'er the wind your high beheſts can blow, 
And fix it deep on this eternal baſe. 

For ſhould the fliding fabric once give way, 

Soon flacken'd quite, and paſt recovery broke, 

It gathers ruin as it rolls along, 
Steep-ruſhing down to that devouring gulph, 
Where many a mighty empire buried lyes. 

And ſhould the big redundant flood of trade, 

In which ten thouſand thouſand labours join 
Their ſeveral currents, till the boundleſs tide 
Rolls in a radiant deluge o'er the land, 

Should this bright ſtream, the leaſt inſlected, point 
Its courſe another way, o'er other lands 

The various treaſure would reſiſtleſs pour, 

Ne'er to be won again; its antient tract 

Left a vile channel, deſolate, and dead, 

With all around a miſerable waſte. 

Not Egypt, were, her better heaven, the Nile 
Turn'd in the pride of flow; when o'er her rocks, 
And roaring catarafts, beyond the reach 
Of dizzy viſion pil'd, in one wide flaſh 
An Ethiopian deluge foams amain z 
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Whence wondering fable trac'd him from the ky) 
ven not that prime of earth, where harveſts eroud 
n untill'd harveſts, all the teeming year, 
If of the fat o'erflowing culture robb'd, 
Were then a more uncomfortable wild? 
Steril, and void; than of her trade depziv'd, 
Britons, your boaſted iſle : her princes ſunk ; 
Her high-built honour moulder'd to the duſt ; 
Unnerv'd her force; her ſpirit vaniſh'd quite; 
With rapid wing her riches fled away ; 
Her unfrequented ports alone the ſign 
Of what ſhe was; her merchants ſcatter'd wide; 
Her hollow ſhops ſhut up; and in her ſtreets, 
Her fields, woods, markets, villages, and roads, 
The chearful voice of labour heard no more. 

Oh let not then waſte luxury repair - 
That manly ſoul of toil which ſtrings your nerves, 
And your own proper happineſs creates! 
Oh let not the ſoft penetrating plague 
Creep on the free-born mind ! and working there, 
With the ſharp tooth of many a new-form'd want, 
Endleſs, and idle all, eat out the 
Of Liberty; the high conception blaſt ; : 
The noble ſentiment, th' impatient ſcorn 
Of baſe ſubjection, and the ſwelling wiſh 
For general good, eraſing from the mind: 
While nougbt ſave narrow ſelfiſhneſs ſucceeds, 
And low deſign, the ſneaking paſſions all 
Let looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaſt. 
Induc'd at laſt, by ſcarce-perceiv's degrees, 
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Sapping the very frame of government, 

And life, a total diſſolution comes; 

Sloth, ignorance, dejection, flattery, fear, 

Oppreſſion raging o'er the waſte he makes ; 

The human beipg almoſt quite extinct; 

And the whole ſtate in broad corruption ſinks. 

Oh ſhun that gulph, that gaping ruin ſhun ! 

And countleſs ages roll it far away 

From you, ye heaven-beloved! May Liberty, 

The light of life! the ſun of human kind! 

Whence heroes, bards, and patriots borrow flame, 

Even where the keen depreſſive North deſcends, 

Still ſpread, exalt, and actuate your powers! 

While flaviſh ſouthern climates beam in vain. 

And may a public ſpirit from the throne, 

Where every virtue ſits, go copious forth, 

Live o'er the land! the fincr arts inſpire; 

Make thoughtful Science raiſe his penſive head, 

Blow the freſh bay, bid Induſtry rejoice, 

And the rough ſons of loweſt Labour ſmile. 

As when, profuſe of ſpring, the looſen'd Weſt 

Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 

Youth, life, and love, and beauty o'er the world. 

| But haſte we-from theſe melancholy ſhores, 
Nor to deaf winds, and waves, our fruitleſs plaint 

Pour weak ; the country claims our active aid! 

That let us roam; and where we find a ſpark 

Of public virtue, blow it into flame. 

Lo! now my ſons, the ſons of freedom! meet 

Ia awful ſenate ; thither let us fly; 
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Burn in the patriot's thought, flow from his tongue + 
In fearleſs truth; myſelf, transform'd, preſide, 
And ſhed the fpirit of BuITAUNIA round. 

This faid; her fleeting form and airy train, 
Sunk in the gale ; and nought but ragged rocks 
Ruſh'd on the broken eye, and nought was heard 
But the rough cadence of the daſhing ware. 


T 0 THE 
Mx M o N XY 
L OD T A1 1097 
ADDRESSED TO HIS SON. 


HILE, with the public, you, my Lord, lament 
A friend and father loſt; permit the Muſe, 
The Muſe aſſign'd of old a double theme, 
To praiſe dead worth, and humble living pride, 
Whoſe generous taſk begins where intereſt ends, 
Permit her on a TaitBoT's tomb to lay 
This cordial verſe ſincere, by truth inſpir' d, 
Which means not to beſtow but borrow fame. 
Yes, ſhe may ſing his matchleſs virtues now —— 
Unhappy that ſhe may. But where begin ? 
How from the diamond ſingle out each ray, 
Where all, tho' trembling with ten thouſand hues, 
Effuſe one dazzling undivided light? 
Let the low- minded of theſe narrow days 
No more preſume to deem the lofty tale 
Of ancient times, in pity to their own, 
Romance. In TAaLis0T we united faw 
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The piercing eye, the quick-enlighten'd ſoul, 

The graceful caſe, the flowing tongue of Greece, 

Join'd to the virtues and the force of Rome. 
Eternal wiſdom, that all-quick'ning ſun, 

Whence every life, in juſt proportion, draws 

Directing light and actuating flame, 

Ne'er with a larger portion of its beams 

Awaken'd mortal clay. Hence, ſteady, calm, 

Diffuſive, deep and clear, his reaſon ſaw, 

With inſtantaneous view, the truth of things; 

Chief what to human life and human bliſs 

Pertains, that nobleſt ſcience fit for man : 

And hence, reſponſive to his knowledge, glow'd 

His ardent virtue. Ignorance and vice, 

In conſort, bid agree; each heightening each; 

While virtue draws from knowledge brighter fire. 
What grand, what comely, or what tender ſenſe, 

What talent, or what virtue was not his; 

What that can render man or great, or good, 

Give uſeful worth, or amiable grace ? 

Nor could he brook in ſtudious ſhade to lye, 

In ſoft retirement, indolently pleas'd 

With ſelfiſh peace. The Syren of the wiſe 

(Who ſteals th' Aonian ſong, and, in the ſhape 

Of virtue, wooes them from a worthleſs world,) 

Tho” deep he felt her charms, could nevet melt 

His ſtrenuous ſpirit, recollected, calm, 

As ſilent night, yet active as the day. 

The more the bold, the buſtling, and the bad, 

Preſs to uſurp the reins of power, the more 
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Behoves it virtue, with indignant zeal, 
To check their combination. Shall low views 
Of ſneaking intereſt or luxurious vice, 
The villain's paſſions, quicken more to toil, 
And dart a livelier vigour through the foul, 
Than thoſe that, mingled with our trueſt good, 
With preſent honour and immortal fame, | 
Involve the good of all? an empty form 
Is the weak virtue, that amid the ſhade 
Lamenting lyes, with future ſchemes amus d, 
While Wickednefs and Folly, kindred powers, 
Confound the world. A TaiBort's, different far, 
Sprung ardent into action: action, that diſdain'd 
To loſe in deathlike ſloth one pulſe of life, 
That might be ſav d; diſdain'd for coward eaſe, 
And her inſipid pleaſures, to reſign 
The prize of glory, the keen ſweets of toil, 
And thoſe high joys that teach the troly great 
To live for others, and for others die. 

Early, behold! he breaks benign on life. 
Not breathing more beneficence, the ſpring 
Leads in her ſwelling train the gentle airs. 
While gay, behind her, ſmiles the kindling waſte 
Oft ruffian ſtorms, and winter's lawleſs rage. 
In him Aftrea, to this dim abode 
Of ever-wandering men, return'd again: 
To bleſs them his delight, to bring them back, 
From thorny error, from unjoyous wrong, 
Into the paths of kind primacval faith, 
Of happineſs and juſtice. All his parts, 


THE LORD TALBOT. y8. 22 
His virtues all, collected, fought the goed | 
Of human kind. For that he, fervent, felt | 
The throb of patriots, when they model ates : 
Anxious for that, nor needful fleep could hold 

His (till awaken d foul; nor friends had charms 

To ſteal, with pleaſing guile, one peaceful hour; 
Toil knew no languor, no attraction joy. 

Thus with unweary'd ſteps, by virtue led, 

He gain'd the ſummit of that ſacred hill, 

Where rais'd above black envy's dark'ning clouds, 
Her ſpotleſs temple lifts its radiant front. 

Be nam'd, victorious ravagers, no more! 

Vaniſh, ye human comets! ſhrink your blaze ! 

Ye that your glory to your terrors owe, 

As, o'er the gazing deſolated earth, 

You ſcatter famine, peſtilence and war; 

Vaniſh! before this vernal ſun of fame; 

Effulgent ſweetneſs, beaming life and joy. 

How the heart liſten'd while he, pleading, ſpoke ! 
While on the cnlighten'd mind, with winning art, 
His gentle reaſon ſo perſuaſive ſtole, 

That the charm'd hearer thought it was his own. 
Ah! when, ye ſtudious of the laws, again 

Shall ſuch enchanting leſſons bleſs your ear? 
When ſhall again the darkeſt truths, perplext, 

Be ſet in ample day ? when ſhall the harſh 

And arduous open into ſmiling eaſe ? 

The folid mix with elegant delight? 

His was the talent with the pureſt light 

At onoe to pour - conviction on the ſoul, 
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And warm with lawful flame th' impaſſon'd/heart. 
By Heaven— He ſacratl to his country's cuuſe, 

To trampled want and-worth, to ſuffering right, 


To the lone widow's and her orphan's woes, 138 
Reſerv d the mighty charm. With ecjual brow, | No 
Deſpiſing then the ſmiles or frowns of power, Fell 
© He all that nobleſt eloquence eſſus d, or 
Which generous paſſion, taught by reaſon, breathes : He 
Then ſpoke the man; and, over barren art, In! 
Prevail'd abundant nature. Freedom then Wh 
His client was, humanity and truth. _=_ 
Plac'd on the ſeat of juſtice, there he -reigu'U, 15 
In a ſuperior ſphere of cloudleſs day, Co 
A pure intelligence. No tumult there, Po 
No dark emotion, no intemp' rate heat, I 7 
No paſſion erer diſturb'd the clear ſerene Th 
That round him ſpread. A zcal for right alone, Tr 
The love of juſtice, like the Ready fun, At 
Its equal ardor lent ; and ſometimes, wait d 
Againſt the ſons of violenoe, of pride, 
And bold deceit, bis indignation gleam'd, 
Yet ſtill by ſober dignity reſtrain'd. 


As intuition quick, be ſaatch's the truth, 
Yet with progreſſive patience, ſtep by ſtep, 
Self-diffident, or to the flower kind, 

He thro' the maze of falſheod trac'd it on, 
Till, at the laſt owa d, it full appear d, 
And even the loſer o d the juſt decree. 

But when on ſenates, he, 46 Freedom firm, 
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Enlighten'd Freedom, plagn'd. ſalubrious laws, 

His inſight deep into Bair annia's weal,, | 

Spontaneons ſeem'd. from ſimple ſenſe to flow,, 

And the plain patriot ſmooth d the brow of law. 

No ſpecious ſwell, no frothy pomp of words 

Fell on the cheated car; no ſtudy'd mano 

Of declamation, to-perples the. right, 

He darkening threw around: fafe in itſolf, 

In its own fonds, all-powenful Reaſon ſpoke, 

While on the great, the ruling point, at once, 

He ſtream'd deciſive day,, and: ſhew'd it vain 

To lengthen farther aut the clear debate. 

Conviction breathes-eoaviftion:: to the heart, 

Pour'd ardent forth, in cloquence unbid, 

The heart attcads-: for lct-the I enai wry 

Truth mnſt prevail, zcab will enkindle zeal, 

And Nature, ſkilfubtouch'd, is-beneſt ſtill. 
Behold him in the. councils of. his pxincs.. 

What faithful. light he-lends? bow rare in courts, 

Such wiſdom! ſuck abilities | and. join: d 

To virtue ſ> determin d, public zcal, gs 

And honour of ſuch adamantine proof, 

As even corruption, hopelcfs, and o'er-aw'd, 

Durſt not have. tempted! Yet of manners mild,, 

And winning every heart, he knew to pleaſe, 

Nobly to pleaſe; while equally be fcorn'd 

Or adulation to receive, or give. 

Happy the ſtats, wheze wakes» ruling, eye 
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And warm with lawful-flame dh“ impaſſion'd'teart. En! 
That dangerous gift with him was ſafely lodg'd 1 His 
By Heaven— He ſacral to his country's cuuſe, His 
To trampled want and-worth, to ſuffering right, | Spc 
To the lone widow's and her orphan's woes, An 
Reſerv d the mighty charm. With equal brow, No 
Deſpiſing then the ſmiles or frowns of power, Fel 
He all that nobleſt eloquence eſſus d, Of 
Which generous paſſion, taught by reaſon, breathes : He 
Then ſpoke the man; and, over barren art, 1 
Prevail'd abundant nature. Freedom then W. 
His client was, humanity and truth. = 
Plac'd on the ſeat of juſtice, there he-reigu'U, oa 
In a ſuperior ſphere of cloudleſs day, Co 
A. pure intelligence. No tumult there, Po 
No dark emotion, no intemp'rate heat, Tl 
No paſſion cer diſturb'd the clear ferone Tl 
That round him ſpread. A acal for right alone, Ti 
The love of juſtice, like the Ready fun, A 
Its equal ardor lent ; and ſometimes, rais'd * 
Againſt the ſons of vielence, of pride, 
And bold deceit, bis jn dig nation gleam d, 5 
Yet ſtill by ſober dignity reſtrain d. . p 
As intuition quick, he ſaatch's the truth, : 
Let with progreſſive patience, ſtep by ſtep, D 
Self-diffident, or to the flower kind, 2 
He thro' the maze of falſhood trac'd it on, * 
Till, at the laſt ovolv'd, * full appear d, - 
And even the loſer own's the juſt decree. A 
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Enlighten'd Frealom,, plagn'd. ſalubrious laws, 
His inſight deep into Bair annia's weal, 
Spontaneops ſeem'd. from ſimple ſenſe to flow,, 
And the plain patriot ſmooth d the brow of law. 
No ſpecious ſwell, no frothy pomp of words 
Fell on the cheated car; no ſtudy d maze 
Of declamation, to-perples the. right, 

He darkening threw around: fafe in itſelf, 

In its own farce, all-powenful Reaſon ſpoke; 

While on the great, the ruling point, at once, 

He ſtream'd deciſive. dan, and: ſhew*'d it vain- 

To lengthen farther aut the clear debate. 

Conviction breathes-conaviftien: to the heart, 

Pour'd ardent forth, in eloquence unbid, 

The heart attcads-: for let : the J enai try 

Truth mnſt prevail, zcal will enkindle zeal, 

And Nature, ſkilfubtouch'd, is beneſt ſtill. 
Bchold him in the. councils of his prince. 

What faithful. light he- lends? bow rare in courts, 

Such wiſdom! ſuck abilities | and. jvin'd. 

To virtue ſo determin d, public zeal, 

And honour of ſuch adamantine proof, 

Durſt not have tempted! Yet of manners mild, 

And winning every heart, he knew to pleaſe, 

Nobly to pleaſe; while equally he fcorn'd. 

Or adulation to receive, or give. 

Happy the ſtate, where wakes-a-maling, eye 
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Of ſuch inſpection keen, and general care! 
Beneath a guard fo vigilant, fo pure, 

Toil may reſign his careleſs head te reſt, 

And ever-jealous Freedom ſleep in peace. 

Ah! loſt untimely! loſt in downward days ! 

And many a patriot counſel with him loſt ! 
Counſels, that might have humbled Britaia's foe, 
Her native foe, from eldeſt time by fate 
Appointed, as did once a TAaLtBzoT's arms. 

Let learning, arts, let univerſal worth, 
Lament a patron loſt, a friend and judge. 
Unlike the ſons of vanity, that veil'd 
Beneath the patron's proſtituted name, 

Dare ſacrifice a worthy man to pride, 

And fluſh confuſion o'er an honeſt cheek. 

When he conferr'd a grace, it ſrem'd a debt 
Which he to merit, to the public paid, 

And to the great all-bounteous Source of good. 
His ſympathizing heart itſelf receiv'd 

The generous obligation he beſtow'd. 

This, this indeed, is patronizing worth. 

Their kind protector him the Muſes own, 

Byt ſcorn with noble pride the boaſted aid 

Of taſteleſs vanity*'s inſulting hand. 

The gracious ſtream, that chears the letter'd world, 
Is not the noiſy gift of ſummer's noon, 
Whoſe ſudden current, from the naked root 
Waſhes the little ſoil which yet remain'd, 
And only more dejects the bluſhing flowers: 
No, tis the ſoft deſcending dews at eve, 
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The ſilent treaſures of the vernal year, 
Indulging deep their ſtonos, the ſtill night long; 
Till, with returning morn, the freſhen'd. world 
Is fragrance all, all beauty, joy and ſong, 

Still let mo view. him · in the pleaſing light 
Of private life, where pomp forgets to glare, 


And where the plain.uaguarded. foul is ſeen. 


There with that trueſt greatneſe he appear d, 
Which thinks not of appearing; kindly veil'd 
In the ſoft. graces of the friendly ſoene, 
Inſpiring ſoeml confidence and calc. 
As free the convene of the wiſe and good, 

As joyous, diſentangling every power, 

And breathing mint improvement with delight, 
As when amid the varlous-bloſſom d ſpring, 

Or gentle-beaming autumn's penſive ſhade, 

The philoſophie mind with nature talks. 

Say ye, his Sons, his dear remains, with. whoms 
The father laih faperfluous ſtate aſido, 

Yet wis d your filial duty theace the more, 
With friendſhip raid. iu, with citeem, with love, 
Beyond the ties o&6blood, obs! fpeak the joy, 
The pure” ſerens, the chearful wiſlom mild, 

The virtuous. ſpirit, which. his vacant hours, 

In ſemblanee of amuſcmeat, thro the breaſt 
Infus'd. And thou, O Rundle! lend thy ſtrain, 
Thou daring friend | thou brother of his foul ! 

In whom the head and hæart their fes unit:; 


* Dr. Raadle late Biſhop of Derry in Iceland. 
C 3 


30 TO THE MEMORY OF 2x46. 


Whatever fancy paints, invention pours, 

Judgment digeſts, the well-tun'd boſom feels, 

Truth natural, moral, or divine, has taught, 

The Virtues dictate, or the Muſes ſing. 

Lend me the plaint, which, to the lonely main, 

With memory converſing, you will pour, 

As on the pebbled ſhore, penſive, ſtray, 

Where Derry's mountains a bleak creſcent form, 

And mid their ample round receive the waves, 

That from the frogen pole reſounding, ruſh 

Impetuous. Tho from native ſun-ſhine driven, 

Driven from your friends, the ſun-ſhine of the ſoul, 

By flanderous zeal, and politics infirm, 

Jealous of worth; yet will you bleſs your lot, 

Yet will you triumph in your glorious fate, 

Whence Talbot's friendſhip glows to future times, 

Intrepid, warm ; of kindred tempers born; 

Nurs'd, by experience, into flow eſteem, 

Calm confidence unbounded, love not blind, 

And the ſweet light from mingled minds diſclos'd, 9 

From mingled chymic oils as burſts the fire. ; 
I too remember well that chearful bowl, 2 

Which round his table flow'd. The ſerious there ; 

Mix'd with the ſportive, the learn'd with the plain; 

Mirth ſoften'd wiſdom, candor temper'd mirth; 

And wit ivs honey lent, without the ſting. 

Not ſimple Nature's unaffefted ſons, 

The blameleſs Indians, round their foreſt-cheer, 

In ſunny lawn or ſhady covert ſet, 

Hold-more unſpatted converſe ; nor of old, 
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Rome's awful conſuls, her dictator-ſwains, 
As on the product of their Sabine farms 
They fared, with ſtricter virtue fed the foul : 
Nor yet in Athens, at an Attic meat, 
Where Socrates preſided, fairer truth, 
More clegant humanity, more grace, 
Wit more refin'd or deeper ſcience reign'd. 
But far beyond the little vulgar bounds 
Of family, or friends, or native land, 
By juſt degrees, and with proportion'd flame, 
Extended his benevolence : a friend 
To human-kind, to parent Nature's works. 
Of free acceſs, and of engaging grace, 
Such as a brother to a brother owes, 
He kept an open judging ear for all, 
And ſpread an open countenance, where ſmiled 
The fair effulgence of an open heart; 
While on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodneſs ſhone : 
For nothing human foreign was to bim. 
Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord, 
And hard to be ſupported, you ſucceed : 
But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gain'd, 
It will thro' lateſt time enrich your race, 
When groſſer wealth ſhall moulder into duſt, 
And with their authors in oblivion ſunk 
Vain titles ly, the ſervile badges oft 
Of mean ſubmiſſion, not the meed of worth. 
True genuine honour its large patent holds 
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Of univerſal reaſon's various ſons, 

And even of Goo himfelf, ſole perfeft ſudge! 
Yet know theſe nobleſt. hopours of the mind 
On rigid terms deſcend-: the-high-plac'd heir, 
Scan'd by the public oye, that, with. keen gaze, 
Malignant ſecks out-faults, cannot. thro? life, 
Amid the nameleſs inſects of a court, 
Unheeded ſteal: but with his fire compar'd, 
He muſt be glorious, or he muſt be ſooru d. 
This truth to you, who mexit welb to bear 

A name to Britons dear, th' officious- Muſe 
May fafely ſing, and ſing without reſerve, 

Vain were the plaint, and ignorant the tear 
That ſhould a TAU mourn. Ourſelves, indeed, 
Our Country robb'd- of her delight and ſtrength, 
We may lament. Yet let us, grateful, joy 
That we ſuch virtues knew, ſuck" virtues felt, 

And feel thetn ſtill, teaching our views to riſe 
Thro' ever-bright” ning ſoenes of future worlds, 

Be dumb, ye worſt of zralots! ye that, prone 

To thoughtleſs duſt, renounce that generous: hope; 
Whence every jpy below its ſpirit.draws, 

And every pain its balm: a Tauor's light, 
ATarzer's virtues claim another ſburce, 

Than the blind maze of undeſigniag blood: 

Nor when that vital fountain plays no more, 

Can they be quenchd amid the gelid ſtream. 

Methinks I fee his mounting ſpirit, free 
From tangling earth, regain the realms of day, 
Its native country, wheacs,, to bleis mankind, 


Remains of earthly woes, for us below, 
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Eternal goodneſs, on this dark ſome ſpot, 

Had ray'd it down a while. Behold ! approv'd 
By the tremendous Judge of heaven and carth, 
And to th' Almighty Father's preſence join'd, 
He takes his rank, in glory, and in bliſs, | 
Amid the human worthies. Glad around 

Croud his compatriot ſhades, and point him out, 
With joyful pride, Britannia's blameleſs boaſt. 
Ah! who is he, that with a fonder eye 

Meets thine enraptur d: Tis the beſt of ſons! 
The beſt of friends Too ſoon is realized 
That hope, which once forbad thy tears to flow! 
Mcanwhile the klndrcd fouls of every land, 
(Howe'er divided in the fretful days 

Of prejudice and error) mingled now 

In one ſelected never-jarring ſtate, 

Where Gos himſelf their only monarch reigns, 
Partake the joy ; yet ſuch the ſenſe that ſtill 


And for our loſs, they drop a pitying tear. 

But ceaſe, preſumptuous Muſe, nor vainly ſtrive 

To quit this cloudy ſphere that binds thee down: 

"Tis not for mortal hand to trace theſe ſcenes, 

Scenes that our groſs ideas groveling caſt 

Behind, and ſtrike our boldeſt language dumb. 
Forgive, immortal ſhade! if aught from earth, 

From duſt low-warbled, to thoſe groves can riſe, 

Where flows celeſtial harmony, forgive 

This fond ſuperfluous verſe. With deep-felt voice, 

Ou ev'ry heart impreſs d, thy deeds themſelves 
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Atteſt thy praiſe, Thy praiſe tho widows. ſighs, 
And orphans:tearsembalm. The good, the bad; 
The ſons of juſtice and the ſour of firife, 

All who or freedom or who-intereſt prize, 

A deep-divided nation's parties all, 
Confpire to ſwell thy ſpotleſs praiſe to heuven. 
Glad heaven receives it, and ſeraphie lyres 
With ſongyof triumph thy arrival bait. 

How vain this tribute then! this lowly lay! 
Yet nought is vain-which gratitude infpires. 
The Muſe, befides, her duty thus approves 

To virtue, to fer country, to mankind; _ 

Ta raling Nature, that, in glorions charge; 

As to her prieſteſs, ges it her, to-lymm 
Whatever good and excellent ſhe forms. 
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AN 


ALLEGORICAL POEM, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THIS poem being writ in the manner of Spenſer, 
the obſolete words, and a ſimplicity of diction in 
ſome of the lines, which borders on the ludicrous, 
were neceſſary to make the imitation more perfect. 
And the ſtile of that admirablepoct, as well as the 
meafure in which he wrote, are, as it were, appro- 
priated by Cuſtom to all allegorical poems writ in 
our language; juſt as in the French the ſtile of 


Marot, who lived under Francis I. has been uſed | 


in tales, and familiar epiſtles, by the politeſt wri- 
ters of the age of Louis XIV. 
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EXPLANATION of the Obſolete Words 
uſed in this Poem. 


* 


ARCHIMAGE, The chief, or greateſt of magicians 
or enchanters. 


Apaid, paid. 
Appall, affright. 
Atween, between. 


Ay, always. 


Bale, ſorrow, trouble, misfortune. 


Benempt, named. 


. Blazon, painting, diſplaying. 


Breme, cold, raw. 


Carol, to ſing ſongs of joy. 
Caurus, the north-weſt wind. 
Certes, certainly. 


Dan, à word prefixed to names. 
Deftly, skilfully. 

Depainted, painted. 
Drowſy-head, drowſine/+. 


Fath, eaſy. : 


Eftſoons, immediately, often, — 
Eke, olſo. 


Fays, fairies. 


33 Explanation of the obſolete Words 
Gear or Geer, furniture, equipage, dreſs. 
Glaive, ſword. (Fr.) 

Glee, joy, pleaſure. 


Han, hows. 


Hight, namod, called ; and ſometimes it is uſed for 
is called, See Stanza vii. 


Idleſs, Idleneſs. 
Imp, Child, or offspring ; from the Saxon impan, to 
graft or plant. 


Keſt, for caft. 0 


Lad, for led. 

Lea, @ piece of land, or meadow. 
Libbard, /eopard. 

Lig, to J. 

Loſel, @ looſe idle fellow. 
Louting, bowing, bending. 
Lithe, looſe, lax. 


Mell, mingle. 

Moe, more. 

Moil, to labcur. 

Mote, might. 

Muchel or Mochel, much, greet. 


Nathleſs, nevertheleſs. 
Ne, nor. 
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uſed in this Poem. 
Needments, neceſſaries. 
Nourſling, a child that is nurſed. 
Noyance, harm. 


Prankt, coloured, adorned gaily. 
Perdie, (Fr. par Dieu) an old oath. 
Prick'd thro' the foreſt, rode thro' the fore. 


Sear, dry, burnt up. 

Sheen, bright, ſhining. 

Sicker, ſure, ſurely. 

Soot, ſweet, or ſweetly. 

Sooth, true, or truth. 

Stound, misfortune, pang. 

Sweltry, ſultry, conſuming with heat. 
Swink, to labour. 

Smackt, ſavoured. 


Thrall, fave. 
Tranſmew'd, transform'd. 


Vild, vile. | 
Unkempt, (Lat. incomptus) unadorn d. 


Ween, to think, be of opinion. 
Weet, to know; to weer, to wit. 
Whilom, ere-while, formerly. 
Wight, man. 
Wis for Wiſt, to know, think, underſtand. 
Wonae, (a noun) dwelling. 
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40 Explanation of the obſolete Words, &c. 
Wroke, wreakt. 


N. B. The letter Y is frequently placed in the be- 
ginning of a word by Spenſer, to lengthen it a ſyl- 
lable, and en at the end of a word, for the fame 
reaſon, as wit baut en, caſtes, &c. 


Yborn, born. 

Yblent or blent, blended, mingled. 
Yclad, clad. 

Ycleped, called, named. 

Yfere, together. 

Ymolten, melted. 

Yode (preter tenſe of yede) went. 
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The caſtle-hight of Indolence, 
And its falic luxury; 

Where for a little time, alas! 
We liv'd right jollily. 


J. 
MORTAL man, who liveſt here by toil, 
Do not complain of this thy hardeſtate; 
That like an emmet thou mult ever moil, 
Is a fad ſentence of an antient date; 
And, certes, there is for it reaſon great; 
For, tho' ſometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curſe thy ſtar, and early drudge and late; 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Looſe lite, unruly paſſions, and diſcaſes pale. 
II. 
In lowly dale, faſt by a river's ſide, 
With woody hill o'er hiil encompaſs'd round, 
A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, 
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 
D 3 : 
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It was, I ween, a lovely ſpot of ground; 
And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 
Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half im- 
brown'd, 
A liſtleſs climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, 
| No living wight could work, ne cared even for play. Tt 
III. 
Was nought around but images of reſt : 
Sleep-ſoothing groves, and quiet lawns between; 
And flowery beds that ſlumbrous influence keſt, 
From poppies breath'd ; and beds of pleaſant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 
Meantime unnumberꝰ d glittering ſtreamlets play d, 
And hurled every where their waters ſheen; 
That as they bicker'd through the ſunny glade, 
Tho' reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lilling murmur made. 
IV. V 
Join's to the prattle of the purliag rills, 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud-bleating from the diſtant hills, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale: 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ftock-doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruſtled to the ſighing gale; 
And ſtill a coil-the graſhopper did keep: 
Yet all theſe ſounds yblent inclined all to fleep. 
v. | | | A 
Full in the paſſage of the vale above, 
| A fable, fflent, folemn foreſt ſtood; 
4 Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſeen to move, 


OF INDOLENCE. 
As Idlefs fancy d in her dreaming mood: 
And up the hills on cither fide a wood, 
Of blackening pines ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a fleepy horror through the blood; 
And where this valley winded out below, 
The murmuring main was heard, and ſcarcely heard, 

to flow. . | 


VL 
A pleaſing land of drowfy-head it was: 
Of dreams that wave before the half-ſhut eye; 
And of gay caſtles in the clouds that paſs, 
For ever fluſhing round a ſummer iky : 
Inſtill a wanton ſweetneſs through the breaft, 
And the calm pleaſures always hover'd nigh ; 
But whate'er ſmack d of noyance, or unreſt, 


Was far far off expell'd from this delicious neſt. 


| VII. ; 

The landſcape ſuch, inſpiring perfect caſe, 
Where ld Dorus (for fo the wizand bight) 
Cloſe hid his caſtle mid embowering trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phocbus bright, 
And made a kind of chequer'd day and night : 
Meanwhile, unceaſing at the maſſy gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight - 
Was plac'd ; and to his lute, of crucl fate, | 
And labour barſh, complain'd, lamenting man's cftate. 

| vii 
From all the zoads of carth that paſs there by: 


. 
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For, as they chanc'd to breath on neighb'ring hill, 

The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, a 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh; 

Till cluſtering round th enchanter falſe they hung, 

molten with his ſyren melody; 

While o'er th' enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 

And to the trembling chords thoſe tempting verſes 
IX. [ſung ; 

©« Behold! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 

«« See all but man with uncarn'd pleaſure gay: 

* Sec her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 

© Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May! 

„What youthful bride can equal her array? 

© Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie! 


© From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 

&« Is all the hath to do beneath the radiant ſky. 
X. ; 

© Bchold the merry minſtrels of the morn, 

„The ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs grove, 

« Ten thouſand throats ! that from the flowering 

© thorn, 

„% Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of love, 

„ Such grateful kindly raptures them emove : 

© They neither plow, nor ſow; ne, fit for flail, 

« F'er to the barn the nodding fheaves they drove; 

„% Yet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 

© Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the vale. 
Xl. 

1 Outcaſt of nature, man! the wretched thrall 

ot ditter- dropping ſweat, of ſweltry pain, 


© From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 


2 ( 


And of the vices, an inhuman train, 


And, for ſoft milky ſtreams, with blood the rivers 


* Of full delight: O come, ye weary wights, to me 


In venal ſenate thieve, or rob on broad highway. 


No cocks with me to ruſtic labour call, 


OF INDOLENCE. as 
© Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 


That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain: 
For when hard-hearted intereſt firſt began 

«© To poifon-carth, Aftraca left the plain; 
© Guile, violence, and murder ſeiz'd on man, 


ran. 

XII. 
% Come, ye, who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 
„ Puſh hard up bill; but as the fartheſt Reep 
* You truſt to gain, and put an end to ſtrife, 
Don thunders back the tone with mighty ſweep, 
os And hurls your hour to the valley deep, 
For ever vain; come, and withouten fee, 
I in oblivion will your ſorrows ſteep, 
«« Your cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a/ſea 


XIII. 
8 With me you need not riſc at early dawn, 
** To paſs the joyleſi day in various ſtounds ; 
Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fawn, 
And (ell fair honour for ſome paltry pounds; 
„Or through the city take your dirty rounds, 
To cheat, and dun, and lie, and viſit pay, 
No flattering baſe, now giving ſecret wounds; 
* Or proul in courts of law for human prey, 


XIV. 


* From village on to village ſounding clear ; 
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To tardy ſwains no ſhrill-voic'd matrons ſquall ; 
«© No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your car; 
No hammers thump; no horrid blackſmith ſear, 


Ne noiſy tradeſmen your ſweet ſlumbers ſtart, 


With ſounds that are a miſery to hear: 
But all is calm, as would delight the heart 


Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 


XV. 

Here nought but candor reigns, indulgent eaſe, 
Good natur'd lounging, ſauntring up and down: 
* They who are pleas' d themſelves muſt always 

404 pleaſe; 
On other's ways they never ſquint a frown, 
Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 
„Thus, from the ſource of tender indolence, 
„With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
© Is ſooth'd and ſweetn'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; 


« For intereſt, envy, pride, and ſtrife are baniſh'd 


„hence. 4 
XVI. 

„What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 

« A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ſtorm; 
« Above the reach of wild ambition's wind, 
Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform, 
* And torture-man, a proud malignant worm 
gut here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 
& And gently tir the heart, thereby to form 

A quicker ſenſe of joy; as breezes ſtray 


« Acroſs th' enliven'd Kies, and make them ſtill 


„more gay. 


ec 
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; XVII. 
Fa © The beſt of men have ever loved repoſe; 
r, „They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 


«« Where the ſoul ſowrs, and gradual rancour grows, 
Imbittered more from peeviſh day to day. 
Even thoſe whom fame has lent her faireſt ray, 
„The moſt renowned of worthy wights of yore, 
From a baſe world at laſt have ſtolen away: 


G * So Scirio, to the ſoft Cumacan ſhore 
: | © Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before. 
Vs XVIII. = 


<« But if a little exerciſe you chuſe, 
„ Some zeſt for eaſe, tis not forbidden here. 
« Amid the groves you may indulge the muſe, 
„% Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year; 
„ Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your watry gear, 
„Along the brooks, the crimſon-ſpotted fry 
'd © You may delude : the whilſt, amus'd, you hear 
Now the hoarſe ſtream, and now the zephir's 
44 ſigh, 
© Attuned to the birds, and woodland melody. 
g | XIX. 
* O grievous folly ! to heap up eſtate, 4 
Loſing the days you ſee. beneath the ſun; 
When, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 
And gives th' untaſted portion you have won, 
With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch undone, 
* To thoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's reign, 
ill There with fad ghoſts to pine, and ſhadows dun; 


— 


1 THE CASTLE 


« But ſure it is of vanities moſt vain, 
Io toil for what you here untoiling may obtain.” 
| XX. 
He ccas'd. But ſtiff their trembling cars retain'd 
The deep vibrations of his witching ſong ; 
That, by a kind of magic power, conſtrain'd 
To enter in, pell-mell, the liſtening throng. 
Heaps pour d on heaps, and yet they ſlipt along, 
In ſilent cafe ; as when beneath the beam 
Of ſummer-moons, the diſtant woods among, 
Or by ſome flood all ſilver d with the gleam, 
The ſoft-embodied fays through airy portal ſtream : 
XXI. 
By the ſmooth demon ſo it order d was, 
And here his baneful bounty firſt began: 


Tho' ſome there were who would not further paſs, 


And his alloring baits ſuſpected han. 
The wiſe diſtruſt the top fair ſpoken man. 
Yet through the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye: 
Not to move on, forſooth, is all they can; 
For do their very beſt they cannot fly, 
But often each way look, and often ſorely ſigh. 
| XXII. 
When this the watchful wicked wizard faw, 
With ſudden fpring he leapt upon them ſtrait ; 
And ſoom as touch d by his unhallow'd pax, 
They found themſelves within the curſed gate; 
Full hard'to be repaſs'd, like that of fate. 
Not ſtronger were of old the giant-crew, 
Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal ſtate; 
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Though feeble wretch he ſeem'd, of fallow hue, 


Certes, who bides his graſp, will that encounter rue: 


XXIII. 
For whomſoe'er the villain takes in hand, 
'Their joints unknit, their ſinews melt apace; 
As lithe they grow as any willow-wand, 
And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace : 
So when a maiden fair, of modeſt grace, 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 
Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 


Then ſighing yields her up to love's delicious harms. 


XXIV. 
Wak'd by the croud, flow from his bench aroſe 
A comely full-fpread porter, ſwol'n with fleep : 
His calm, broad, thoughtleſs aſpect breath'd repoſe, 
And in fweet torpor he was plunged deep, 
Ne could himſelf from ceaſleſs yawning keep; 
While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, 
Through which his half-wak'd foul would faintly 
Peep. | 
Then taking his black ſtaff, he call'd his man, 
nd rous'd himſelf as much as rouſe himſelf he can. 
XXV. 
The lad leap'd lightly at his maſter's call. 
He was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 
Save ſleep and play who minded nought at all, 
Like moſt the untaught ſtriplings of his age. 
This boy he kept each band to diſengage, 
Garters and buckles, taſk for him unfit, 
E 
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But ill-becoming his grave perſonage, 
And which his portly paunch would not permit, 


So this ſame limber page to all performed it. 


XXVI. 
Meantime the maſter-porter wide diſplay d 
Great ſtore of caps, of ſlippers, and of gowns; 
Wherewith he thoſe who enter'd in, array'd 
Looſe, as the breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves theſummer-woods when evening frowns, 
O fair undreſs, beſt dreſs! it checks no vein, 
But every flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, [fain, 
And heightens caſe with grace. This done, right 


Sir porter fat him down, and turn'd to ſleep again. 


XXVII. 
Thus eaſy rob d, they to the fountain ſped, 
That in the middle of the court up-threw 
A ſtream, high ſpouting from its liquid bed, 
And falling back again in drizzly dew : [drew. 
There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, 
It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare: (grew, 
Whence, as Dan Hon ſings, huge pleaſaunce 


And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care; 
Fair gladſome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 


more fair. 
XXVIII. 
This rite perform d, all inly pleas'd and ſtill, 
Withouten tromp was proclamation made : 
« Ye ſons of Ix bolt Nc, do what you will; 
„ And wander where you liſt, thro* hall or glade! 
„% Be no man's pleaſure for another's ſaid; 
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« Let each as likes him beſt his hours employ, 
« And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour's 
trade 
« Here dwells kind eaſe and unreproving joy: 
« He little merits bleſs who others can annoy.” 
xXIxX. a 
Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming roumd, 
As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, 
Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
But every man ſtroll'd off his own glad way. 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſtray; 
While ſolitude, and perfect ſilence reign'd : 
So that to think you dream'd you almoſt was con- 
ſtrain'd. 
— 
As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid Iſles, 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles; 
Or that acrial beings ſometimes deign 
To ftand, embodied, to our ſenſes plain) 
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, 
The whilſt in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, 
A vaſt aſſembly moving to and fro: 
Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous ſhow. 


go 


0 


— 


* Thoſe iſlands on the weſtern coaſt of Scotland 
elled the Hebrides. 
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12 THE CASTLE 
| XXXI. 
Ye gods of quiet and of ſleep profound ! 
Whoſe ſoft dominion o'er this caſtle ſways, 
And all the widly-filent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays. 
But how ſhall T attempt ſuch arduous ſtring, 
I who have ſpent my nights and nightly days, 
In this foul deadening place, looſe-loitering ? 
Ah! how ſhall I for this uprear my moulted wing ? 
XXXII. 
Come on, my muſe, nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thou imp of Jove, touch'd by celeſtial fire! 
Thou yet ſhalt ſing of war, and actions fair, 
Which the bold fons of Britain will inſpire ; 
Of ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyre; 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in tragic pall the ſtage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
The ſage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 
Duldien wits Sh every worthleſs age. 
XXXIII. 
The doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, 
Ne curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where, who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand, 
The pride of Turkey and of Perſia land ? 
Soft quilts on-quilts, on carpets carpets ſpread, 
And couches ſtretch around in ſeemly band; 
And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head ; 
So that each ſpacious room was one full-ſwelling bed. 
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And every where huge cover d tables ſtood, 

With wines high flavour d and rich viands crown d; 
Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 

On the green boſom of this earth are found, 

And all old ocean genders in his round : 

Some hand unſeen theſe ſilently diſplay d, 

Even undemanded by a ſign or ſound; 

You need but wiſh, and, inſtantly obey'd, 
Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the glaſſes 
play'd. 


Here freedom reign'd, without the leaſt alloy; | 
Nor goſlip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, | 
Nor faintly ſpleen durſt murmur at our joy, | 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
For why ? there was but one great rule for all; ö 
To wit, that each ſhould work his own deſire, | 
And cat, drink, ſtudy, fleep, as it may fall, 

Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, | 


And carol what, unbid, the muſes might inſpire, 


XXXVI. | 
The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was enwoven many a gentle tale; 
Such as of old the rural pocts ſung, © | 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale : 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, f | 
Pour d forth at large the ſweetly tortur d heart; 
Or, Gghing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 
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And taught charm'd echo to reſound their ſmart ; 


While flocks, woods, ſtreams, around repoſe and peace 


impart. 
XXXVII. 

Thoſe pleas d the moſt, where, by a cunning hand, 
Depainted was the patriarchal age; 
What time Don Abraham left the Chaldee land, 
And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 
Where fields and fountains freſh could beſt engage. 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, 
But with wild beaſts the filvan war to wage, 
And o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to feed: 


Bleſs'd ſons of Nature they! true golden age indeed! 


XXXVIII. 
Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes riſe, 
Or autumn's varicd ſhades imbrown the walls : 
Now the black tempeſt ſtrikes th' aſtoniſh'd eyes; 
Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; 
The trembling fun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frown amid the ſkies; 
Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoftening hue, 


Or favage Roſa daſh'd, or learned Pouſſin drew. 


XXXIX. 
Each ſound too here to languiſhment inclin's, 
Lull'd the weak boſom, and induced eaſe. 
Atrial muſic in the warbling wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft, by ſmall degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 
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It hung, and breath'd ſuch foul-diſfolving airs, 
As did, alas! with ſoft perdition pleaſe : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, 
The liſtening heart forgot all duties and all cares. 
XL. 
A certain muſic, never known before, 
Here lull'd the penſive melancholy mind ; 
Full eaſily obtain d. Behoves no more, 
But ſidelong, to the gently-waving wind, 
To lay the well-tun'd inſtrument reclin'd; 
From which, with airy flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the moſt refin'd, 
The god of winds drew ſounds of deep delight : 
Wheace, with juſt cauſe, the Harp of Zolus it hight. 
| XLI. 
Ah me? what hand can touch the ſtrings ſo fine ? 
Who up the lofty diapaſon roll 
Such ſweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch folemn airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the foul ? 
Now riſing love they fann'd; now pleaſing dole 
They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro' the heart; 
And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 
As when ſeraphic hands an hymn impart : 
Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art! 


— 
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* This is not an imagination of the author; there 
being in fact ſuch an inſtrument, called Rolus's Harp, 
which, when placed againſt a little ruſhing or current 
of air, produces the effect here deſcribed. 
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XLH. 
Such the gay ſplendoſq the luxurious ſtate, 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tygris' ſhore, 
In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 
Held their bright court, where was of ladies ſtore; 
And verſe, love, muſic till the garland wore : 
When ſleep was coy, + the bard, in waiting there, 
Chear'd the lone midnight with the Muſe's lore; 
Compoling mulic bade his dreams be fair, 
And muſic lent new gladneſs to the morning air. 
| XLII. 
Near the pavilions where we ſlept, ſtill ran 
Soft-tinkling ſtreams, and daſhing waters fell, 
And ſobbing breezes ſigh'd, and oft began 
(So work'd thewizard) wintry ſtorms to ſwell, 
As heaven and carth they would together mell : 
At doors and windows, threatening, ſeem d to call 
The demons of the tempeſt, growling fell, 
Yet the leaſt entrance found they none at all; 


Whence ſweeter grew our ſleep, ſecure in maſſy hall. 


| XLIV. 
And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams, 
Raiſing a world of gayer tinct and grace; 
© O'er which were ſhadowy caſt clyſian gleams, 
That play'd, in waving lights, from place to place, 


* 
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+ The Arabian Caliphs had poets among the of- 
ficers of their court, whoſe office_ it was to do what. is 
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And ſhed a roſeate ſmile on nature's face. 
Not Titian's pencil e er could fo array, 
So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal ſpace ; 
Ne could it e er ſuch melting forms diſplay, 
As looſe on flowery beds all languiſhingly lay. 
XLV. 
No, fair illuſions! artful phantoms, no! 
My Muſe will not attempt your fairy-land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow; 
To catch your vivid ſcenes too groſs her hand. 
But fare it is, was ne'er a ſubtler band 
Than theſe ſame guileful angel- ſeeming ſprights, 
Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, ſoft and bland, 
Pour'd all th' Arabian Heaven upon our nights, 
And bleſs d them oft beſides with more refin'd delights. 
XLVI. 
They were, in ſooth, a moſt enchanting train, 
Even feigning virtue; ſkilful to unite / 
With evil good, and ſtrew with pleaſure pain. 
But for thoſe fiends, whom blood and broils delight ; 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, - 
Down down black gulphs, where ſullen waters ſleep, 
Or hold him clambering all the fearful night 
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep; 
They, till. due time ſhould ſerve, were bid far hence 
to keep. 
XLVII. 
Ye guardian fpirits, to whom man is dear, 
From theſe foul demons ſhield the midnight gloom : 
Angels of fancy and of love, be near, 
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And o'er the blank of fleep diffuſe a bloom : 
Evoke the facred ſhades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart : 
But chief, a while O! lend us from the tomb 
| Thoſe long-loſt friends for whom in love we ſmart, 
| And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the heart. 
N XLVIII. -” 
Or are you ſportive ?!—Bid the morn of youth 
Riſe to new light, and beam afreſh the days 
Of innocence, ſimplicity, and truth ; 
1 To cares eſtrang'd, and manhood's thorry ways. 
What tranſport, to retrace our boyiſh plays, 
| Our eaſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupply'd ; 
1 The woods, the mountains, and the warbling maze 


Of the wild brooks — But, fondly wandering wide, 


My Muſe, reſume the taſk that yet doth thee abide. 
XLIX. 
One great amuſement of our houſhold was, 
In a huge cryſtal magic globe to ſpy, 
Still as you turn'd it, all things that do paſs 
Upon this ant-hill carth ; where conſtantly 
Of idly-buſy men the reſtleſs fry 
Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 
In ſearch of pleaſures vain that from them fly, 
Or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not taſte : 


L. 
Of Vanity the Mirror this was call'd. 
Here you a muckworm of the town might ſee, 
At his dull deſk, amid his legers ſtall'd, 


When nothing is enjoy d, can there be greater waſte ? 
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Eat np with carking care and penurie; 
Moſt like to carcaſe patch'd on gallow-tree. 
« A penny ſaved is a penny got: 
Firm to this ſcoundrel-maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will be bate a jot, 
Till it has quench'd his fire, and baniſhed his pot. 
LI. 

Strait from the filth of this low grub, behold ! 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy ſpendthrift heir, 
All gloſly gay, enamel'd all with gold, 

The filly tenant of the ſummer air, 

In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 

Pimps, lawyers, ſtewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 

And thieving tradeſmen him among them ſhare : 

His father's ghoſt from limbo-lake, the while, 
Sees this, which more damnation does upon him pile. 

Lil. 

This globe pourtray'd the race of learned men, 

Still at their books, and turning the o'er the page 

Backwards and forwards : oft they ſnatch the pen, 

As if inſpir'd, and in a Theſpian rage; 

Then write and blot, as would your ruth engage. 

Why, Authors, all this ſcrawl and ſcribbling fore ? 

To loſe the preſent, gain the future age, 

Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, 

And much enrich'd with fame when uſcleſs worldy 

ſtore. | 
LIII. 
Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, 
With carts, and cars, and coaches roaring all: 
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Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew : 
- See how they daſh along from wall to wall ! 
At every door hark, how they thundering call! 
Good Lord! what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why on each other with fell tooth to fall; 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 
And make new tireſome parties for the coming night? 

LIV. 

The puzzling ſons of party next appear'd, 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos met; 
And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging rear d 
Th' important ſhoulder; then, as if to get 
New light, their twinkling eyes were inward ſet. 
No ſooner Lucifer * recals affairs, 
Then forth they various ruſh in mighty fret 
When lo! puſh'd up to power, and crown'd their 
cares, 


In comes another ſet and kicketh them down ſtairs. 


LV. 

But what moſt ſhew'd the vanity of life, 

Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In cruel broils engag'd, and deadly ſtrife: 

Moſt Chriſtian kings, enflam'd by black deſire, 
With honourable ruffians in their hire, 
Cauſe war to rage, and blood around to pour : 
Of this fad work when each begins to tire, 

They fit them down juſt where they were before, 


Till for wew eres of oe pence hall thei fore 


reſtore. 
„ The Morning Star- 


But theſe I paſſen by, with nameleſs numbers moe. 
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To number up the thouſands dwelling here, 
An uſeleſs were, and eke an endleſs taſk ; 
From kings, and thoſe who at the helm appear, 
To gypſies brown in ſummer-glades who baſk. 
Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmaſk, 
Whoſe deſk and table make a folemn ſhow, 
With tape-ty'd traſh, and ſuits of fools that aſk 
For place or penſion, laid in decent row; 


LVIL 
Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 
There was a man of ſpecial grave remark : 
A certain tender gloom o erſpread his face, 
Penſive not ſad, in thought involy'd not dark. 
As ſoot this man could ſing as morning lark, 
And teach the nobleſt morals of the heart; 
But theſe his talents were ybury'd ſtark ; 
Of the fine ſtores he nothing would impart, 
Which or boon nature gave, or nature-painting art. 
LVIII. 
To noon-tide ſhades incontinent he ran, 
Where purls the brook with fleep-inviting ſound : 
Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his wheels began, 
Amid the broom he baſk'd him on the ground, 
Where the wild thyme and camomoil are found : 
There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 
Of light ſat trembling on the welkin's bound ; 
Then homeward thro' the twilight ſhadows ſtray, 
Sauntering and flow, So had he paſſed many a day. | 
-F 
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LIX. 
Yet not in thoughtleſs lumber were they paſt: 
For oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal'd 
Beneath tht ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 


And all its native light anew reveaP@: 


Oft as he travers'd the coerulean field, 

And mark'd the clouds that drove before the wind, 
Ten thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 
Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind ; 


But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind. 


LX. 
With him was ſometimes join'd, in ſilent walk, 
(Profoundly ſilent, for they never ſpoke) 
e ſhyer ſtill, who quite deteſted talk: 
, ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he broke, 
To groves of pine, and broad o'er-ſhadowing oak; 
There, inly thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 
And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd word, fave when firſt ſhone 


The glittering ſtar of eve—* Thank heaven! the 


day is done.” | 
LI. 
Here lurch d a wretch who had not crept abroad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal ſeen ; 
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad : 
And ſure his linen was not very clean. 


Thro' ſecret loop-holes, that had praftis'd been 


Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took ; 
Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid face and mien, 
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Our caſtle's ſhame! whence, from his filthy nook, 
We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. 
K LXII. 
One day there chaunc'd into theſe halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took you at firſt fight ; 
Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, 
Before the ſprightly tempeſt toſling light: 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 
Of ſocial glee, and wit humane tho' keen, 
Turning the night to day and day to night: 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 
If in this nook of quiet, bells had ever been. 
LXIII. 
But not even pleaſure to exceſs is good: 
What moſt elates then ſinks the ſoul as low: 
When ſpring-tide joy pours in with copious flood, 
The higher (till th' exulting billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us groveling on the dreary ſhore : 
Taught by this fon of joy, we found it ſo; 
Who, whilſt he ſtaid, kept in a gay uproar | 
Our madden'd caſtle all, th' abode of fleep no more. 
LXIV. 
As when in prime of June a burniſh'd fly 
Sprung from the meads, o'er which he ſweeps along, 
Chear'd by the breathing bloom and vital ſky, 
Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 
Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng : 
And oft he ſips their bowl; or nearly drown'd, 
He, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 
F 2 
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And ſcares their tender ſleep, with trump profound; 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 
LXV. 
Another gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 
Who felt each worth, for every worth he had ; 
Serene yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, 
As little touch'd as any man's with bad : 
Him through their inmoſt walks the muſes lad, 
To him the ſacred love of nature lent, 
And ſometimes would he make our valley glad; 
Whenas we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better ſort this friendly meſſage fent. 
LXVI. 
„Come, dwell with us! true ſon of virtue, come! 
% But if, alas! we cannot thee perſuade, 
* To ly content beneath our peaceful dome, 
% Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade; 
« Yet when at laſt thy toils but ill apaid 
% Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly ſpark, 
% Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 
«© There to indulge the muſe, and nature mark: 
« We then a lodge for thee will rear in HacLer 
* Pant.” 
| LXVII. 
Here whilom ligg'd th Esorus * of the age; 
But call'd by fame, in ſoul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride reſtor'd him to the ſtage, 
And rous'd him like a giant from his ſleep, 


* Mr. Quin. 
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He 


And now with well-urg'd ſenſe th' enlighten'd judge- 


He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 
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Even from his ſlumbers we advantage reap : 

With double force th' enliven'd ſcene he wakes, 
Yet quits not nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum : now the heart he ſhakes, 
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ment takes. 

LXVIII. 
Ati more fat than bard beſeems; 
+ Who void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated ſtrain : 

The world forſaking with a calm diſdain 
Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy ſeat; 
Here quaff'd encircled with the joyous train, 
Oft moralizing ſage : his ditty ſweet 


LXIX. 
Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy. 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry; 
He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, 
And ſhone all glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damſel chaunc'd to trippen by; 
Which when obſery'd, he ſhrunk into his mew, 
And ſtrait would recollect his plety anew. 


+ The following lines of this ſtanza were writ by a 
fricad of the author. 
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; LXX. 
Nor be forgot a tribe, who minded nought 
(Ol inmates of the place) but ſtate affairs : 
They look d, perdie, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their brow ſat every nation's cares: 
The world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congreſs hold, 
And the fage berry ſun- burnt Mocha bears 


Has clear'd their inward eye: then ſmoke-enroll'd, 
Their oracles break forth myſterious as of old. 


LXXI. 
Here languid beauty kept her pale-fac'd court: 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 
From every quarter hither made reſort ; 
Where, from groſs mortal care and buſineſs free, 
They lay, pour'd out in caſe and luxury. 
Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 
Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom : 


But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning-wheel, and loom. 


LXXIL 
Their only labour was to kill the time : 
And labour dire it is, and weary woe. 
They ſit, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle rhyme; 
Then riſing ſadden, to the glaſs they go, 
Or ſaunter forth, with tottering ſtep and flow ; 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find; 
Strait on the couch their limbs again they throw, 
Where hours on hours they ſighing ly reclin'd, 


And court the vapoury god ſoft - breathint in the wind. 
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LXXIII. 
Now muſt I mark the villainy we found, 
But ah! too late, as ſhall eftſoons be ſhewn, 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground ; 
Where (till our inmates, when unpleaſing grown, 
Diſeas'd and loathſome, privily were thrown, 
Far from the light of heaven, they languiſh'd there 
Unpity'd uttering many a bitter groan ; 
For of thoſe wretches taken was no care : 

Fierce _— and hags of hell, their only nurſes were. 
LXXIV. 
Alas! the change! from ſcenes of joy and reſt, 
Io this dark den, where ſickneſs toſs d alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly fleep oppreſt, | 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay, 
Heaving his ſides, and ſnored night and day ; 
To ſtir him from his trance it was not cath, 
And his half-open'd eyne he ſhut ſtraitway : 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to death, 
And taught withouten pain and ſtrife to yield the 
breath. 


LXXV. 
Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 
Soft- ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy: 
Unwieldy man; with belly monſtrous round, 
For ever fed with watery ſupply; 
For ſtill he drank, and yet he ſtill was dry. 
And moping here did Hypochondria ſit, 
Mother of ſpleen, in robes of various dye, 


„ FRE CASELY 
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit; 


And ſome her frantic deem'd, and ſome her deem'd 


a wit. 5 
LXXVI. 

A lady proud ſhe was, of antient blood, 
Yet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low: 
She felt, or fancy'd in her fluttering mood, 
All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 
And ſought all phyſic which the ſhops beſtow, 
And ſtill new leaches and new drugs would try, 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro : 


For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 


Then ſuddefi waxed wroth, and all ſhe knew not why. 


LXXVII. 
Faſt by her ſide a liſtle$ maiden pin'd, 
With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart-burnings ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate mankind, 
Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings; 
The fleepleſs Gout here counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings; 
Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 
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The knight of arts and induſtry, 
And his atchievements fair; 

That, by this caſtle's overthrow, 
Secur'd and crowned were. 


J. 

ES AP'D the caſtle of the ſire of fin, 

Ah! where ſhall I ſo ſweet a dwelling find ? 
For all around, without, and all within, 
Nothing ſave what delightful was and kind, 
Of goodneſs favouring and a tender mind, 
E'er roſe to view. But now another ſtrain, 
Of doleful note, alas! remains behind: 
I now mult ſing of pleafure turn'd to pain, 


And of the falſe inchanter IndoLEnce complain. 


II. 
Is there no patron to protect the muſe, 
And fence for her Parnaſſus' barren ſoil? 
To every labour its reward accrues, 
And they are ſure of bread who fink and moil; 
But a fell tribe th'Aonian hive deſpoil, 
As ruthleſs waſps oft rob the painful bee: 
Thus while the laws not guard that nobleſt toil, 
Ne for the muſes other meed decree, 
They praiſed are alone, and ſtarve right merrily. 
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III. 
I care not, Fortune, what you me deny: . 
You cannot rob me of free nature's grace; 
You cannot ſhut the windows of the ſky, 
Through which Aurora ſhews her brightening face; 
You cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve: 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the great Children leave : 


Of fancy, reaſon, virtue, nought can me bereave. 


IV. 
Come then, my muſe, and raiſe a bolder ſong; 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of floth, 
Dragging the lazy languid line along, 
Fond to begin, but ſtill to finiſh loth, 


Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth : 


Ariſe, and ſing that generous imp of fame, 
Who with the ſons of ſoftneſs nobly wroth, 
To ſweep away this human lumber came, 


Or in a choſen few to rouſe the ſlumbering flame. 


He till in woods purſu d the libbard and the boar. 


2 
In Fairy- Land there liv'd a knight of old, 
Of feature ſtern, Selvagio well yclep'd; 
A rough unpoliſh'd man, robuſt and bold, 
But wond'rous poor: he neither ſow'd nor reap'd, 
Ne ſtores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd; 
In hunting all his days away he wore; 
Now ſcorch'd by June, now in November ſteep'd, 
Now pinch'd by biting January fore, = ' 


«Sw yy 4.0 tf 


OF INDOLENCE. 


VI. 
As he one morning, long before the dawn, | 
Prick'd thro” the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 1 
Deep in the winding boſom of a lawn, | 
| With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray, 
That from the beating rain, and wintry fray, 
Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; 
There, up to earn the needments of the day, 
He found dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy : 
Her he compreſs'd, and fill'd her with a luſty boy. 
VII. | 
Amid the green-wood ſhade this boy was bred, | 
And grew at laſt a knight of muchel fame, 
Of active mind and vigorous luſtyhed, 
Tut KNIqaur or ArTs and INDUSTRY by name. 
Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame; 
He knew no beverage but the flowing ſtream ; 
His taſteful well-earn'd food the ſilvan game, 
Or the brown fruit with which the wood-lands teem: 
The fame to him glad ſummer, or the winter breme. 
VIII. 
So paſs d his youthly morning, void of care, 
Wild as the colts that through the commons run: 
For him no tender parents troubled were, 
He of the foreſt ſeem' d to be the fon; 
And certes had been utterly undone, 
But that Minerva pity of him took, 
With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the ſoil and rule the crook; 
e did the ſacred Nine diſdain a gentle look. 


— — — — —— — — 


| 72 THE CASTLE 


IX. 
Of fertile genius him they nurtur d well, 
In every ſcience, and in every art, 
By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes excel, 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace impart, 
Diſcloſing all the powers of head and heart: 
Ne were tbe goodly exerciſes ſpar d, 
That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 
And mix elaſtic force with firmneſs hard: ¶ par d. 
Was never knight on ground mote be with him com- F 
X. 


Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted gay 
The hunter- ſteed, exulting o'er the dale, 
And drew the roſeate breath of orient day; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, 
Yclad in ſteel, and bright with burniſh'd mail, 
He ſtrain'd the bow, or toſs d the founding ſpear, 
Or darting on the goal outſtripp'd the gale, 5 
Or wheel'd the chariot in its mid- career, 
Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough compeer. Q 
XI. 
At other times he pry d through nature's ſtore, 
Whate'er ſhe in th'ethereal round contains, 
Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns; 
Or elſe he ſcann'd the globe, thoſe ſmall domains, 
Where reſtleſs mortals ſuch a turmoil keep, 
Its ſeas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; 
But more he ſearch'd the mind, and rous'd from ſleep * 
Thoſe moral ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap. 


-. 
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XII. 

Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits 
Of heavenly truth, and practice what ſhe taught. 
Vain is the tree of knowledge without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the ſpade ar plough he caught, 
Forth-callipg all with which boan earth is fraught; 
Sometimes he ply'd the ſtrong mechanic tool, 

Or rear'd the fabric from the fineſt draught; 


4. And oft he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, 
. Fighting with winds and waves on the vex d ocean pool. 
XIII. 


To ſolace then theſe rougher toils, he try d 
To touch the kindling convaſs into life; ; 
With nature his creating pencil vy d, 
With nature joyous at the mimic ſtriſe; 
Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Pygmalion's wife 
He hew'd the carble; or with vary d fire,” 
ne rous'd the trumpet and the martial fie, 
| Or bade the lute ſweet tenderneſs inſpire, 
Or verſes fram'd that well might wake Apollo's lyre. 
XIV. 
Accompliſh'd thus he from the woods iſſu d, 
Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize; 
The work, which long he in bis breaſt had brew d, 
Now. to perform he ardent did deviſe; . 
Te wit, a barbarous world to civilise. 
Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild; 
 Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood, and ſkies; 
No cities nouriſh'd arts, no culture ſmil'd, 
No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild. 
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XV. 
A ragged wight, the worſt of brutes, was man: 
On his own wretched kind he ruthleſs prey d: 
The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over - ran; | 
In every country mighty robbers ſway'd, 
And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 
Life was a ſcene of rapine, want, and woe; 
Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 
To ſwear, he would the raſcal rout o'erthrow, 
For, by the powers divine, it ſhould no more be fo! F 
XVI. 
It would exceed the purport of my ſong, 
To ſay how this be/t Sun, from orient climes 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, 
Before him chaſing indolence and crimes. 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, 
And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray : | 
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their golden times, 
Succeflive, had; but now in ruins grey 
They ly, to laviſh ſloth and tyranny a prey. 
XVII. 
To crown his toils, Sir Ix bus rar then ſpread 
The ſwelling fail, and made for Britain's coaſt. 
A ſylvan life till then the natives led, 
In the brown ſhades and green-wood foreſt loſt, 
All careleſs rambling where it lik'd them moſt : 
Their wealth the wild-deer beuncing thro'the glade; 
. They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at nature's coſt ; 
Save ſpear and bow, withouten other aid; N 
rer not the Roman fiel their naked breaſt diſmay'd. \ 
, 1 
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XVIII. 
He lik d the foil, he lik d the clement ſxies, 
He lik'd the verdant hills and flowery plains. 
Be this my great, my choſen iſle (he cries); 
This, whilſt my labours LivexTyY ſuſtains, 
This queen of ocean all aſſault diſdains. 
Nor lik'd he leſs the genius of the land, 
To freedom. apt and perſevering pains ; 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, 
! Temper d by forming heaven with kindeſt firmeſt hand. 
XIX. 
Here, by degrees, his maſter - work aroſe, 
Whatever arts and induſtry can frame; 
Whatever finiſh'd agriculture knows, 
Fair queen of arts! from heaven itſelf who came, 
When Eden flouriſh'd in unſpotted fame : 
And till with her ſweet innocence we find, 
ies, And tender peace, and joys without a name, 
That, while they raviſh, tranquilize the mind : 
Nature and art at once, delight and uſe combin'd. 
XX. 
Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts, 
; And bade the fervent city glow with toil; 
Bade ſocial commerce raiſe renowned marts, 


* Join land to land, and marry foil to ſoil, 

2 Unite the poles, and without bloody ſpoil 
ade; Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ſtores ; 
t; Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 


Bade tyrants tremble on remoteſt ſhores, 
Vd. While oer th encireling deep Britannia's thunder roars. 
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XXI. 
The drooping muſes then he weſtward call's, 
From the fam'd city * by Prepontic fea, © 
What time the Turk th'enfeebled Grecian thrall'd ; 
Thence from their cloiſter'd walks he fet them free, 
And brought them to another Caſtalie, | 
Where Ifis many a famous nourfling breeds; 
Or where old Cam foft paces o'er the lee 
In penfive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, | 
The whilſt his flocks at large the lonely ſhepherd feeds. 
XXII. 
Yet the fine arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt. 
For why? they are the quinteſſence of all, 
The growth of labouring time, and flow encreaſt ; 
Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, it ſhould fall, 
That mighty patrons the coy fiſters call 
Up to the ſun- Mine of uncumber d caſe, 
Where no rude care the mounting thought may 
thrall, 
And where they nothing have to do but pleaſe : 
Ah! gracious God! thou knoweſt they aſk no other 
As. _ 


XXII. 
But now, alas! we live too late in time: 
Our patrons now even grudge that little claim, R 
Except to ſuch as fleck the foothing rhyme; 
And yet, forſooth, they wear Mareznas' name, 
Poor ſons of puft-up vanity, not fame. 


OF INDOLDENCE. 
Unbroken ſpirits chear ! (till, ſtill remains 
Th' Eternal Patron, LIstarr; whoſe flame, 
While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt ſtrains. 

The beth, A are toil-created gains. * 
XXIV. 


d; 5 
Ra When as the knight had fram'd, in Barraun- 


LAND, 

A matchleſs form of glorious government, 
In which the ſovereign laws alone command, 
Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 


By. Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lent; 
When this great plan, with each dependent art, 
Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 
WY Then ſought he from the toilſome ſcene to part, 
* 


And let life's vacant eve breathe quiet through the 
heart. | 
| XXV. 
For this he choſe a farm in Deva's vale, 
* Where his long alleys peep'd upon the main. 
= In this calm ſeat he drew the healthful gale, 
"OX Here mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the ſwain. 
The happy monarch of his ſylvan train, 
Here, ſided by the guardians of the fold, 
He walk'd his rounds;and chear'd his bleſt domain : 
His days, the days of unſtain'd nature, roll'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriots of old. 
XXVI. 
Witneſs, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk; 
Witneſs, ye fidcks, whoſe woolly veſtments far 
Excced loft India's cotton, or her ſilk ; 
| G 3 
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Witneſs, with Autumn charg'd, the nodding ear, 
That homeward came beneath fweet evening's ſtar, 
Or of Semptember moons the radiance mild. 

O hide thy head, abominable war ! 
Of crimes and ruffian idleneſs the child ! 
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-: . WEIL 
Nor from his deep retirement baniſh'd was 
Th' amuſing care of rural induſtry. 
Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons paſs, 
New ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ſtrike the eye, 
And all th' enliven'd country beautify : 
| Gay plains extend where marſhes flept before; 
| Oer recent meads th exulting ſtreamlets fly; 
| Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres ſtore, 
And woods imbrown the ſteep, or wave along the 
ſhore. 
- XXVII. | 
As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He poliſh'd nature with a finer hand: 
Yet on her beauties durſt not art encroach ; 
Tis art's alone theſe beauties to expand. | 
In graceful dance immingled, o'er the land, 4 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play d: 
Here too briſk gales the rude wild common fann'd, 
An happy place : where free, and unafraid, 
Amid the flowering brakes each coyer creature ſtray d. 
XXIX. | | 
But in prime vigor what can laſt for ay? 
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That fonl-enfeebling wizard Invotzncr, 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay: 
Spread far and wide for his curs'd influence; 
Of public virtue much he dulf'd the ſenſe, 
Even much of private; eat our fpirit out, 
| And fed our rank luxurious vices; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lont ; | 
Not, as old fame reports, wiſe, generous, bold, and 
ſtout. 5 
XXX. 
A rage of pleaſure wadden'd every breaſt, 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran: 
To his licentious wiſh each muſt be bleſs'd, 
With joy be fever d; ſnatch it as he can. 
Thus Viee the ſtandard rear'd; her arrier-ban 
* Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the word, 
e Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the vulgar 
„ man, 
„The lacquey be more virtuous than his lord ? 
Enjoy this ſpan of life ! tis all the gods afford.” 
; XXXI. 
The tidings reach d, to where in quiet hall, 
The good old knight enjoy d well-carn'd repoſe. 
Come, come Sir Kaight! thy children on thee 
call; 
d, Come, fave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe; 
„The demon InDeLzxcy thy toil o'erthrows.”* 
d. On this the noble colour ſtain'd his cheeks, 
Of venerable eld; his eye full ſpeaks 


From the ſtrong iron graſp of vengeful deſtiny. 


Dwells in the mind: all elſe is vanity and glare. 
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His ardent ſoul, and from his couch at once he breaks, 

XXXII. 

I will, (he cried), fo help me, God! deſtroy 

That villain Archimage His page then ſtrait 

He to him call d, a fiery-footed boy, 

Benempt Diſpatch. ** My ftoed be at the gate; 

« My bard attend; quick, bring the net of Fate.“ 

This net was twiſted by the ſiſters three; 

Which when once caſt o'er harden'd wretch, too 
late 

Repentance comes : replevy cannot be 
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XXXIN. | 
He came, the bard, a little druid-wight, 
Of wither'd aſpect; but his eye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix d. In ruſſet brown bedight, 
As is his ſiſter in the copſes green *, 
He creept along, unpromiſing of mien. 
Graſs he who judges ſo. His foul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure ſheen. 
True comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 
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XXXIV. 
Come, (quoth the Knight), a voice has reach' d 
mine ear: 
The demon INDOLENCE threats overthrow . 40 
- To all that to mankind is good and dear: 
Come, PuiLowzLys; let us inſtant go, 7 


The Nightingale. 
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O' erturn his bowers, and lay his caſtle low. 
Thoſe men, thoſe wretched men, who will be ſlaves, 
Muſt drink # bitter wrathful cup of woe: 
ait But ſome there be, thy ſong, as from their graves, 
Shall- raiſe. © Thrice happy he! who" without rigor 
faves. 4 * 


XXVV. 


Iſſuing forth, the Knight beſtrode his ſteed, 
= Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a ſtar 


That whirl of active day the rapid car, 

He prane'd along, diſdaining gate or bar. 

Mean-time, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode; 

An honeſt ſober beaſt, that did not mar 

His meditations, but full ſoftly trode : 

r ny ray yolk. 
XXXVI. 

They talk'd of virtue, and of human bliſs; 

What elſe ſo fit for man to ſettle well? 

And ſtill their long reſearches met in this, 

This truth of truths, which nothing can refel : 

« From virtue's fount the pureſt joys out-well, 
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« foul; 
„ While ver pours forth the troubled trams of 
« hell, 
© The which, howe'er diſguis'd, at laſt with dole 
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XXXVIL. , 
1 thet tacal valley car, | 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their ſummits 
rear. FS | 

On the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 
And ſpite even of themſelves their ſenſes chear; 
Then to the vizard's wonne their ſteps they ſteer. 
Like a green iſle, it broad beneath them ſpred, 


With gardens round, and wandering currents clear 
And tufted groves to ſhed the meadow- bed, 


Sweet airs and ſong: and without hurry all — a 


% Come, let us thoſe we can to real bliſs entice. 


glad. 
4% As God ſhall jndge me, Knight, we muſt PEPE 
(The half-enraptur'd PuriLomeLvs cry'd), 
© The frail good man deluded here to live, 
„And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide. 
„Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd, 
That virtue ſtill ſome tincture has of vice, 
And vice of virtue. What ſhould then betide, 
&« Rut that our charity be not too nice ? | 


XXXIX. . 
« Ay, ſicker, (quoth the Knight), all fleſh is fra! 
« To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
% But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
%% And think to ſcape deſerved puniſhment. .. 
« Juſtice were cruel weakly to relent; 
« From Mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred glaive1 
« Grace be to thoſe who can, and will repent; 
« But penance long, and dreary, to the ſlave, 
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Who muſt in foods of ire bi grofs fol pr lie- 
XL. 

Thus, holding high diſcourſe, they come to bee 

The curſed carle was at his wonted trade ; 

Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 

; In witching wiſe, as I before have faid. 


er. But when he faw, in goodly geer array d, 
The grave majeſtic knight approaching nigh, 
And by his fide the bard fo ſage and ſtaid, 
His count'nance fell; yet oft his anxious eye 

Mark'd them, like wily fox who rooſted cock doth ſpy. 

XI. 
Nathleſs, with feign'd reſpect, he bade give back 
The rabble-rout, and 'welcom'd them full kind; 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not —_ 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 
Then he refum'd his ſong; and unconfin'd, 
Pour d all his muſic, ran through all his ſtrings: 
With magic duſt their eyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue's tender airs o'er nature flings. 
What pity bafe his ſong who ſo divinely ſings! 
XLII. 
Elate in thought, he counted them his own, 
They liſten d fo intent with fix d delight: 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew'd to ſtone, 
Marvel'd he could with ſuch ſweet art unite 
The lights and ſhades of manners, wrong and right, 
Mean-time, the filly croud the charm devour, 
Wide preſſing to the gate. Swift on the knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, 
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| | Who backning ſhun'd bis touch, for well he knew , =, 


power. Sir 
| Xin. TIT | ag 
As in throng amphitheatre of old, | 6 


The wary Retiarius * trapp'd his foe; _ 

At once involv'd him in the net of woe, 
Whereof I mention made not long ago. 
Enrag'd at firſt, he ſcorn d fo weak a jail, 
And leap'd, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 
- But when he found that nothing could avail, 


H. 
He fat him felly ——_ and knaw'd his bitter nail. 5 
5 XLIV. Ti 
Alarms, the inferior demons of the 8 1 

Rais d rueful ſhrie ks and hideous yells around; 1. 
Black ſtormy clouds deform' d the welkin's face, A 


And from bencath was heard a wailing found, 
As of infernal ſprithts in cavera bound; 
A ſolemn ſadneſs every creature ſtrook, 
And lightning's flaſh'd, and horror rock'd the 
ground; (look, 
Huge crouds on crouds out- pour d, with blemiſh' d 
As if on time's laſt verge this frame of things had 
hook. 


XL. | 
Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, 
Steam d from the jaws of vext Avernus' hole, 


ce 


*W 


* A Gladiator, who made uſe of a net, which he 
threw over his adverſary. . - 
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And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 
Sir Ix ust ax the firſt calm moment ſtole. 
« There muſt, (he cry'd), amid ſo vaſt a ſhoal, 
„% Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 
% Not poiſon'd quite by this fame villain's bowl: 
« Come then, my bard, thy heavenly fire impart : 
1% Touch ſoul with ſoul, till forth the latent ſpirit ſtart. 
a XLVI. 
The bard obey'd; and taking from his ſide, 
Where it in feemly fort depending hung, 
| His Britiſh harp, its ſpeaking ſtrings he try'd, 
d The which*with ſkilful touch he deffly ſtrung, 
Till tinkling in clear ſymphony they rung. 
Then, as he felt the Muſes come along, 
Light o'er the cords his raptur'd hand he flung, 
And play'd a prelude to his riſing ſong : 
he whilſt, like midnight mute, ten thouſands * 
him throng. 
XL VII. 
Thus, ardent, burſt his ſtrain, — 
Le hapleſs race, 
Dite-labouring here to ſmother reaſon's ray, 
That lights our Maker's image in our face, 
* And gives us wide o' e rearth unqueſtion'd ſway; 
* What is th' ador'd fupreme perfectian, ſay ? 
* What, but eternal never-reſting ſoul, 
+ Almighty power, and all-directing day; 
** By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll; 
Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates 15 
whole. 
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© To prove the beautcous world excells the brute 
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XLVIII. 
Come, to the beaming Gop your hearts unfold! NR 
% Draw from its fountain life! Tis thence alone, 


We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, 40 


To ſeraphs burning round th'Almighty's throne, T 
Life riſing ſtill on life, in higher tone, 7 
1 Perfection forms, and with perfection bleſs. 
% In univerſal nature this clear ſhewn, 

«© Not needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, 


abyſs. 
| XLIX. 
© Is not the field, with lively culture green, 
« A joyous ſight more than the green moraſs ? 
% Do not the ſkies, with active ether clean, a 
% And fann'd by ſprightly Zephyrs, far ſurpaſs T 
„The foul November-fogs, and flumbrous mafs, 40 
« With which fad Nature veils her drooping face 
Does not the moutritain-ſtream, as clear as glaſs, « 


„ Gay dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace ? 40 
% The ſame in all holds true, but chief in human ra 66 
- I. 40 


© It was not by vile loitering in eaſe, 
© That Greece obtain d the brighter palm of ar N 
„That foft yet ardent Athens learn'd to pleaſe, 


© To keen the wit, and to fublime the heart, 40 
© In all ſupreme! compleat in every part! 40 
*<. It was not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, | « 


And o'et the nations ſhook her conquering dart 6 


% 
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« For fluggard's brow the laurel never grows; 


1 Renown is not the child of indolent repoſe. 


LI. 
« Had unambitious mortals minded nought, 
1% But in looſe joy their time to wear away 
1% Had they alone the lap of dalliance ſought, 
% Pleas'd' on her pillow their dull heads to lay; 
« Rude nature's ſtate had been our ſtate to-day ; 
No cities e' er their towery fronts had rais'd, 
No arts had made us opulent and gay; 
„With brother-brutes the human race had graz'd ; 
None e er had ſoar'd to fame, none honour d been, 
none prais d. : 
LIL 
« Great Homer's ſong had never fir'd the breaſt 
To thirſt of glory, and heroic deeds; 
« Sweet Maro's muſe, ſunk in inglorious reſt, 
Had. ſilent flept amid the Mincian reeds : 
„The wits of modern time had told their beads, 
« And monkith legends been their only ſtrains : 
„Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 
Our Shakeſpeare ſtroll'd and laugh'd with War- 
wick ſwains, ſplains. 
Ne had my maſter Spenſer charm'd his Mulla's 
LIII. 
© Dumb too had been the ſage hiſtoric muſe, 
* And periſh'd all the ſons of antient fame; 
*© Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 
* Through the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 
* Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no name. 
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« Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for others good? ©* 


F i Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame? . 
| Wo in the public breach devoted ſtood, V 
© And for his country's cauſe been prodigal of blood 

LIV. . 


* But ſhould to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 
1% If right I read, you pleaſure all require: 
Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this fee, 15 
* How beſt enjoy'd this nature's wide deſire. 
% Toil, and be glad! let induſtry inſpire M 
% Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath 
* Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 
* In miry floth, no pride no joy he hath; 
O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death. nz 
LV. | 
66 Ah! what avail the largeſt gifts of Heaven, 'A 
| When drooping health and ſpirits go amits ? 
| « How taſteleſs then whatever can be given? 


| * By « Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 6 
| « And exerciſe of health. In proof of this, * 
| | 1% Behold the wretch, who ſlugs his life away, « 


1 « Soon ſwallow'd in diſeaſe's fad abyſs; 
FT *« While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly play 
| & Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 
1 day. 
7 LVI. 
| | 1 O who can ſpeak the vigorous joys of health! 
f % Unclogg'd the body, unobſcur'd the mind: 
| | « The morning riſes gay; with pleaſing ſtealth, o 
E | 
t 
9 
| 


1 


% The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 
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% In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 
« Sed! how the younglings friſk along the meads, 
« As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind; 
„% Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds : 
Yet what but high-ſtrung health this dancining plea- 
faunce breeds? 
LVII. 

: „ But here, inſtead, is foſter'd every ill, 

„Which or diſtemper d minds or bodies know. 
| „Come then, my kindred fpirits! do not ſpill 
h 1 © Your talents here. This place is but a ſhew, 

«« Whoſe charms delude you to the den of woe: 

„% Come follow me, I will direct you right, 
b. Where pleaſure s roſes, void of ſerpents grow, 

Sincere as ſweet; come, follow this good knight, 

And you will bleſs the day that brought him to your 
fight, | 
LVIII. 

% Some he will lead to courts, and ſome to camps; 
* To ſenates ſome, and public fage debates, 
Where, by the ſolemn gleam of midnight lamps, 
«© The world is pois'd, and manag'd mighty ſtates ; 
„To high-difcovery fome, that new-creates 
The face of carth; fome to the thriving mart; 
«© Some to the rural reign, and fofter fates; 

To the ſweet muſes forme, who raiſe the heart: 
All glory ſhall be yours, all nature and all art. 
LIX. 

, © There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, 
« Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 
H 3 | 


PP--1 


" No! no!—Your heaven-touch'd hearts diſdain the 
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All may be done, methinks I hear them fay), 
«© Even death deſpis'd by generous actions fair; 
All, but for thoſe who to theſe bowers repair, 
Their every power difſoly'd in luxury, 
To quit of torpid fluggiſhneſs the lair, 
« And from the powerful arms of ftoth get free, 


« Tis riſing from the dead—Alas !—It cannot be! 


LX. 
% Would you then learn to diſſipate the band 
« Of theſe huge threatning difficulties dire, 
„That in the weak man's way like lions ſtand, 
© His ſoul appall, and damp his riſing fire? 
« Reſolve, reſolve, and to be men aſpire, 
% Exert that nobleſt privilege, alone, 
« Here to mankind indulg'd : controul deſire : 


Let godlike reaſon, from her ſovereign throne, 
„% Speak the commanding word —I will /—and it is 


done. 
LXI. 
* Heavens! can you then thus waſte, in ſhameful 
wiſe, 


« Your few important days of trial here? 

« Heirs of eternity] yborn-to riſe 

Through endleſs ſtates of being, ſtill more near 

To bliſs approaching, and perfection clear, 

« Can you renounce a fortune ſo ſublime, 

% Such glorious hopes, your backward ſteps to ſteer, 

« And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud and 
flime ? 


*« ſordid crime!” 
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LXII. 

1% Enough! enough!” they cry d —ſtrait, from the 
| The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly. [croud, 
As when amid the lifeleſs ſummits proud 

Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid ſky 


Snows pil'd on ſnows in wintry torpor ly, 
! The rays divine of vernal Phoebus play; 
Th' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 
Rous'd into action, lively leap away, [ gay. 
Glad-warbling through the vales, in their new Being 
LXIII. 


Not leſs the life, the vivid joy ſerene, 
That lighted up theſe new- created men, 
Than that which wings th' exulting ſpirit clean, 
When, juſt deliver'd from this fleſhly den, 
, It ſoaring ſeeks its native ſkies agen. 
is How light its efſence! how unclogg d its powers, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen ! 
Even ſo we glad forſook theſe ſinful bowers, 
ul Even ſuch enraptur'd life, ſuch energy was ours. 
LXIV. 
But far the greater part, with rage enflam' d, 
Dire-mutter'd curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jove. 
ar Le ſons of hate! (they bitterly exclaim'd), 
* What brought you to this ſeat of peace and love ? 
© While with kind nature, here amid the grove, 
er, * We paſz d the harmleſs ſabbath of our time, 
nd „What to diſturb it could, fell men, emove 
« Your barbarous hearts? Is happineſs a crime? 
he Then do the ficnds of hell rule in yon heaven ſublime, 


THE CASTLE 

iy LXV. 

„ Yeunpious wretches, (quoth the knight in wrath), 

| % Your happincſs behold — Then ſtrait a wand 
He war d, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Truth from illufve falſehood to command. 
Sudden, the landfcape ſinks on every hand; 
The pure quick ſtreams are marſhy puddles found; 
On baleful heaths the groves all bkcken'd ſtand ; 
And o'er the weedy foul abhorred ground, [around. 

Snakes, adders, toads, each loathſome creature crawls 

LXVI. 

And here and there, on trees by lightning ſcath'd, 

Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung: 

Or, in freſh gore and recent murder bath'd, 

They weltring lay; or elſe, infuriate flung 

Into the gloomy flood, while ravens ſung 

The funeral dirge, they down the torrent rowP'd ; 


4 Theſe, by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs ſtung, 

' * Had doom'd themſelves; whence oft, when night 
, 4 controul'd 

he world, returning hither their fad ſpirits howl'd. 
1 LXVII. 


bh Mean-time a moving ſcene was open laid; 
1 That lazar-houſe, I whilom in my lay 
Depeinted have, its horrors deep diſplay d, 
h And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, 
9 Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 

1 Soon as of ſacred light th' unwonted ſmile 
Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its ray, 


OF INDOLENCE. 9 


Through the drear caverns ſtretching many a mile, 
rue ſick up-rais'd their heads, and drop'd their woes 
a while. | 
LXVIII. 
©« O heaven! (they cry d), and do we once more ſee 
1% Yon bleſſed ſun, and this green earth fo fair? 
, « Are we from noiſome damps of peſt-houſe free ? 
„% And drink our fouls the ſweet ethereal air? 
« 0 thou! or Knight, or god! who holdeſt there 


p % That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains! 
© But what for us, the children of deſpair, 
, © Brought tothe brink of hell, what hope remains? 
* Repentance does itſelf but aggravate our pains.” 
LXIX. 


The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful caſe, 
Let fall adown his ſilver beard ſome tears. 
„ Certes (quoth he) it is not even in grace 
T' undo the paſt, and eke your broken years: 
l © Nathleſs, to nobler worlds Repentance rears, 
% With humble hope, her eye; to her is given 
« A power the truly contrite heart that chears; 
„ She quells the brand by which the rocks are 
„ riven; | 
she more than merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices Heaven. 
LXX. 
Then patient bear the ſufferings you have earn'd, 
And by theſe ſufferings purify the mind; 
Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduct learn'd ; 
Or pious die, with penitence reſign'd; 
And toa life more happy and reka'd, 
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Doubt not, you ſhall, new creatures, yet ariſe, T 
« Till then, you may expect in me to find * 
* One who will wipe your ſorrow from your eyes, 85 
* One who will ſoothe your pangs, and wing you to * 
N the ſkies. 2 
| I XXI. 1 3 
They ſilent heard, and pour'd their thanks in tears. | 
© For you (reſum'd the Knight with ſterner tone) 
© Whoſe hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon ſcars, 
« That villain's gifts will coſt you many a groan; 
„In dolorous manſion long you mult bemoan 
« His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains away; 
© Till, ſoft and pure as infant goodneſs grown, Þ| 
% You feel a perfect change: then, who can fay, | 
« What grace may yet ſhine forth in heaven's eternal] 
| day?“ | 


On 
S 
5 


L XXI. And 

This faid, his powerful wand he wav'd anew; | 

Inſtant, a glorious angel-train deſcends, 

The Charities, to wit, of roſv-hue; 

Sweet love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 

And with feraphic flame compaſſion blends. 

At once, delighted, to their charge they dy: 

When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends ; 

In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could the ſick- bed ſmoothe of that fad company, 

| LXXIII. 

It was a worthy edifying ſight, 

And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 
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To ſee kind hands attending day and night, 

With tender miniſtry, from place to place. 

Some prop the head; ſome, from che palid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature ſheds; 
Some reach the healing draught : the whillt, tochaſe 
The fear ſupreme around their foften'd beds, 


Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven diſpreds. 


LXXIV. 
Attended by a glad acclaiming tram, 
Of thoſe he rcſcu'd bad from gaping hell, 


Then turn'd the Knight; and, to his hall again 


Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the molly cell: 

Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell, 

To ſee the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 

There left through delves and defarts dire to yell; 
Amaz'd, their looks with pale diſmay were ſtain'd, 


And ſpreading wide their hands they meek repentance 


ſeign'd. 
EXXYV. 

But, ah! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt : 
For horrible to tell!) a deſart wild 
Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt; 
With gibbets, bones, and carcaſes de fil'd. 
There nor trim field, nor lively culture ſmil'd; 
Nor waving ſhade was ſcen, nor fountain fair; 
But ſands abrupt on ſands lay loo ily pil'd, [care, 
Thro' which they floundering toil'd with painful 


vw hin Phoebus ſmote them fore, and fr'd the cloud- 


leſs air. 
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| «© Doubt not, you ſhall, new creatures, yet ariſe. 

| Till then, you may expect in me to find 

N One who will wipe your ſorrow from your eyes, 

q „One who will ſoothe your pangs, and wing you to 

tze ſkies.” 

| LXXT, 

| They ſilent heard, and pour d theĩr thanks in tears, 
© For you (reſum'd the Knight with ſterner tone) 

| « Whoſe hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon ſcars, 

«© That villain's gifts will coſt you many a groan; 

% In dolorous manſion long you muſt bemoan 

« His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains away; 

% Till, ſoft and pure as infant goodneſs grown, 

* You feel a perfect change: then, who can ſay, 

| « What grace may yet ſhine forth in heaven's eternal 

| day?“ | 
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LXXII. 

This ſaid, his powerful wand he wav'd anew; 

Inſtant, a glorious angel-train deſcends, 

The Charities, to wit, of roſy-hue; 

Sweet love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 

And with ſeraphic flame compaſſion blends. 

At once, delighted, to their charge they dy: 

When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends ; 

In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could the ſick- bed ſmoothe of that fad company. 

LXXTIH. 

It was a worthy edifying ſight, Whi 
And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 
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To ſee kind hands attending dav and night, 


With tender miniſtry, from place to place. 

Some prop the head; ſome, from the palid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature ſheds; 
Some reach the healing draught : the whillt, to chaſe 
The fear ſupreme around their foften'd beds, 


Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven diſpreds. 


LXXIV. 
Attended by a glad acclaiming tram, 
Of thoſe he reſcu d bad from gaping hell, 
Then turn'd the Knight; and, to his ball again 
Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the molly cell: 
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell, 
To ſee the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 
There left through delves and defarts dire to yell; 
Amaz'd, their looks with pale diſmay were ſtain'd, 


And ſpreading wide their hands they meck repentance 


feign'd. 

LXXV. 7 
But, ah! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt : 

For (horrible to tell!) a defart wild 

Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt; 
With gibbets, bones, and careaſes defil'd. 

There nor trim field, nor lively culture ſmil'd; 
Nor waving ſhade was ſeen, nor fountain fair; 
But ſands abrupt on ſands lay loo{ly pil'd, [care, 
Thro' which they floundering toil'd with painful 


Whilſt Phoebus ſmote them fore, and fir'd the cloud- 
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LXXVI. 
- Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bogs, 
The ſadden'd country a grey waſte appear'd; 
Where nought but putrid ſtreams and noiſom fogs 
For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's beard ; 
Or elſe the ground by piercing Caurus ſear d, 
Was jagged with froſt, or heap'd with glazed ſnow: 
'Thro' theſe extremes a ceaſeleſs round they ſteer d, 
By cruel ſiends ſtill hurry'd to and fro, (moe. 
Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-hounds 
ILXXVI. 
The firſt was with baſe dunghill rags yclad, 
Tainting the gale, in which they flutter'd light; 
Of morbid hue his features, ſunk and fad: 
| His hollow eyen ſhook forth a ſickly light; 
| And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
| His black rough beard was matted rank and vile; 
Direful to ſce! an heart-appalling ſight ! 
Mean-time foul ſcurf and blotches him defile ; 
And dogs, where-e'er he went, ſtill barked all the 
while, 


LXXVIII. 
The other was a fell deſpightful fiend : 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful bower below : 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancor keen'd; 
Of Man alike, if good or bad, the foe: | 
With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhew 
As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous ſcent ; his eye 


Was cold, and kcen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow; 
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And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. 
Buch were the twain that off drove this ungodly fry. 
LXXIX. ; 
Eren fo through Brentford town, a town of mud, 
An herd of briſſy ſwine is prick'd along; 
'The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cud, | 
Still grunt, and ſqueak, and ſing their troublous ſong, 
And oft they plunge themſclves the mire among: 
But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious moan; 


e ever find they reſt from their unreſting fone. 
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POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 1oer 


V3 BR: 5.8 


OCCASIONED BY THE 


DEATH OF MR. AIKMAN, 


A particular Friend of the Authors. 


AS thoſe we love decay, we die in part, 

String after ſtring is ſever'd ſrom the heart: 
Till looſen's life, at laſt, but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he, who lateſt feels the blow, 
Whoſe eyes have wept o'er every friend laid low, 
Dragg'd ling'ring on from partial death to death, 
Till, dying, all he can reſign is breath. 
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I to thy fancy d ſhadow talk, 


rr r 
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O D E. 


TELI me, thou ſoul of her I love, 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled; 
To what delightful world above, 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 
« II. 
Or doſt thou, free, at pleaſure, roam, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy lover's woe; 
Where, void of thee, his chearleſs home 
Can now, alas! no comfort know? 
III. 
Oh! if thou hover'ſt round my walk, 
While, under every well-known tree, 


And every tear is full of thee; 
' IV. 
Should then the weary eye of grief, 
Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtream, 
In ſlumber find a ſhort relief, 
Oh vilit thou my ſoothing dream 
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1 
o N 
MISS STANLEY. 


ERE, Srax Ex, reſt, eſcap'd this mortal ſtrife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 0 
ierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ſtain, 4 
And ſternly try thee with a year of pain: 1 
o more ſweet patience, feigning oft relief, 0 
ights thy ſick eye, to cheat a parent's grief: 
ith tender art, to ſave her anxious groan, 
o more thy boſom preſſes down its own. | 
ow well-carn'd peace is thine, and bliſs ſincere : | 
Durs be the lenient, not unpleaſing tear 1 
O born to bloom, then ſink beneath the ſtorm; t | 
o ſhow us Virtue in her faireſt form; 
o ſhow us artleſs Reaſon's moral reign, 
hat boaſtful ſcience arrogates in vain ; 
h'obedient paſſions knowing each their part; | 
alm light the head, and harmony the heart ! 4 
Yes, we muſt follow ſoon, will glad obey, iN 
When a few ſuns have roll'd their cares away, 
Tir'd with vaia life, will cloſe the willing eye : 
Tis the great birth-right of mankind 0 die. 
Bleſt be the bark ! that wafts us to the ſhore, 
Where death-divided friends ſhall part no more: 
To join thee there, here with thy duſt repoſe, 
ls all the hope thy hapleſs mother knows. 


— — — 
Ld — . - © 


POEMS ON 


TO THE REVEREND 
MR MURDOCH, 


RECTOR OF STRADDISHALL IN 
SUFFOLK, 1738. 


Tos fafely low, my friend, thou canſt not fall 
Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all; 


No noiſe, no care, no vanity, no ſtrife; 


Men, woods and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 
Then keep each paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me, the tender are the moſt ſevere. 

Guard, while 'tis thine, thy philoſophic caſe, 
And aſk no joy but that of virtuous peace; 

That bids defiance to the ſtorms of fate: 

High bliſs is only for a higher ſtate, 
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A 
PARAPHRASE 


ON THE 
"LATTER FART 


n 


SIXTH CHAPTER. or Sr. MATTHEW. 


WHEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tcar ; 
While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, | 
Oh, let me liſten to the words of life! 
Raptures deep-felt his doctrine did impart, 
And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford, 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing board ; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While, on the roof, the howling tempeſt bears ; 
What farther ſhall this feeble life ſuſtain, 
And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhivering limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed ? 
And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 
Behold ! and look away your low deſpair— 
See the light tenants of the barren air: 
To them, nor ſtores, nor granaries, belong, 
Nought, but the woodland, and the pleaſing ſong : 
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Yet your kind Heavenly Father bends his eye 

On the leaſt wing, that flits along the ſky. 

To him they ſing, when ſpring renews the plain, 

To him they cry, in winter's pinching reign; 

Nor is their muſic, nor their plaint in vain : 5 

He hears the gay, and the diſtreſsful call: 

And with unſparing bounty fills them all. 
Obſerve the riſing lilly's ſnowy grace, 

Obſerve the various vegetable race; 

They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 


Yet ſee how warm they bhuſh! how bright they glow! 


What rezal veſtments can with them compare ! 

What king ſo ſhining! or what queen fo fair! 
If, ceaſeleſs, thus the fowls of heaven he feeds, 

If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads; 

Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, fay ? 

Is he unwiſe ? or, are ye leſs than they? 
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I. 
QNE day the God of fond deſire, 
On miſchief bent, to Damon ſaid, 
Why not diſcloſe your tender fire, 
Not own it to the lovely maid ? 
II. 
The ſhepherd mark'd his treacherous art, 
And ſoftly ſighing, thus reply'd : 
"Tis true, you have ſubdu'd my heart, 
But ſtall not triumph o'er my pride. 
III. 
The ſlave, in private only bears 
Your bondage, who his love conceals; 
But when his paſſion he declares, 
You drag him at your chariot- wheels. 
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HA is the fate of him who loves, 
- Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the ſympathetic groves, 

But to the lonely liſtening plain! 


Oh! when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 


Oh! when her footſteps next are ſeen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, ; 
In freſher mazes o'er the green; 


Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 
To whom the tears of love are dear, 


From dying lillies waft a gale, 


And ſigh my ſorrows in her ear. 


O! tell her, what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue muſt ever bind, 
Oh tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her ſpotleſs ſoul refin'd. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care, 
Nor purer her own wiſhes riſe, 

Not holier her own ſighs in prayer. 
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But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ſtart at love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of friendſhip ſoothe her ear: 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 
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J. 
JJNLESS with my Amanda bleſt, 
In vain I twine the woodbine bower ; 
Unlefs to deck her ſweeter breaſt, 
In vain I rear the breathing flower : 


II. 
Awaken'd by the genial year, 
In vain the birds around me ſing; 
In vain the freſh'ning fields appear : 
% Without my love there is no ſpring.” 
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O R ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love; 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part : 


Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 

And wiſh, and wiſh the foul away; 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? 


But buſy buſy ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs joyleſs vow, 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude. 


For once, O Fortune, hear my prayer, 
And I abſolve thy future care; 

All other bleſſings I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 
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OME, gentle God of ſoft deſire, 
Come and poſſeſs my bappy breaſt, 
Not fury-like in flames and fire, 
Or frantic folly's wildnefs dreſt; 


But come in friendſhip's angel-guiſe : 
Yet dearer thou than friendſhip art, 
More tender ſpirit in thy eyes, 
More ſweet emotions at the heart. 


O come with goodneſs in thy train; 

With peace and pleaſure void of ſtorm ; 
And wouldſt thou me for ever gain, 

Put on Amanda's winning form. 
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O NIGHTINGALE, beſt poet of the grove, 
That plaintive ſtrain can ne'er belong to thee, 
Bleſt in the full poſſeſſion of thy love ; 
O lend that ſtrain, ſweet Nightingale, to me ! 
'Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate : 
I love a maid who all my boſom charms, 
Yet loſe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms. 


You, happy birds! by nature's ſimple laws 

Lead your ſoft lives, ſuſtain'd by nature's fare 
You dwell wherever roving fancy draws, 

And love and ſong is all your pleaſing care : 


But we, vain ſlaves of intereſt and of pride, 

Dare not be bleſt leſt envious tongues ſhould blame : 
And hence, in vain, I languiſh for my bride ; 

O mourn with me, ſweet bird, my hapleſs flame. 
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SERAPHINA. 
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TH E wanton's charms, however bright, 


Are like the falſe illuſive light, 
Whoſe flattering unauſpicious blaze 
To precipices oft betrays : 

But that ſweet ray your beauties dart, 
Which elears the mind and clears the heart, 
Is like the ſacred Queen of night, 

Who pours a lovely gentle light 

Wide o'er the dark, by wanderers bleſt, 
Conducting them to peace and reſt. 

A vicious love depraves the mind, 
"Tis anguiſh, guilt, and folly join'd ; 
But Seraphina's eyes diſpenſe 
A mild and gracious influence ; 

Such as in viſions angels ſhed 
Around the heaven-illumin'd head. 
To love thee, Seraphina, fure, 

Is to be tender, happy, pure : 

"Tis from low paſſions ta eſcape, 

And woo bright virtue's faireſt ſhape ; 
Tis extaſy with wiſdom join'd ; 

And heaven infus d into the mind. 


Su 
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I. 
ETHEREAL race, inhabitants of air, 
Who hymn your God amid the ſecret grove, 
Ye unſcen beings, to my harp repair, 
And raiſe majeſtic ſtrains, or melt in over + 
II. 
Thoſe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid, | 
With what ſoft woe they thrill the lover's heart; 
Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid, 
Who dy'd of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 
III. 
But hark! that ſtrain was of a graver tone: 
On the deep ſtrings his hand ſome hermit throws; 
Or he the ſacred Bard , who fat alone, 
In the drear waſte, and wept his people's woes, 


* 


© Zolus's Harp is a muſical inſtrument, which plays 
with the wind, invented by Mr. Oſwald; its proper- 
ties are fully deſcribed in the Caſtle of Indolence. 


1 Jeremiah, 
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| IV. 
Such was the ſong which Zion's children ſung, 


When by Euphrates'ſtream they made their plaint: 


And to ſuch ſadly folemn notes are ſtrung 
Angelic harps, to ſoothe a dying ſaint. 
FT. 
Methinks I hear the full celeſtial choir, 
Thro'heavens high dome their awful anthem raiſe : 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conſpire 
To ſwell the lofty hymn, from praiſe to praiſe. 
VL. 
Let me, ye wand'ring ſpirits of the wind, 
Who, as wild fanty prompts you, touch the ſtring, 
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd, 
For till you ceaſe my Muſe forgets to ſing. 
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Hl. mildly-pleaſing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe and good : 

But from whoſe holy piercing eye, 

The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 


A thouſand ſhapes you wear with caſe, 


And. ſtill jn every ſhape you pleaſe. 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; 

Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted ſky. 

A ſhepherd next yop haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 

A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that ſweet paſſion in your face : 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The gentle-looking Hax rrord's bloom, 
As, with her Mus1Dorxa, ſhe 

(Her Mosipoxa fond of thee) 
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Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; | 
And while meridian fervors beat, | 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 

But chief. when evening ſcenes decay, 

And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 

Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 

And that beſt hour of muling thine, 

Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, R 
The Virtues of the ſage, and ſwain; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 

$ Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 

Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 

And chear thy glooms with light divine: 

About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 

And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. 

Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When Meditation has her fill, 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 

Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe ; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then ſhield mc in the woods again. 
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Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; 

And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 
But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful foft decline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 

Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, R 
The Virtues of the ſage, and ſwain; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 

And chear thy glooms with light divine: 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 
And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. 

Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When Meditation has her fill, 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe ; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


FTER the Danes had made themſelves maſters 
of Chippenham, the ſtrongeſt city in the kingdom 
of Weſſex; Alfred was at once abandoned by all 
his ſubjefts. In this univerſal deſection, that mo- 
narch found himſclf obliged to retire into the little 
iſle of Athelney in Somerſetſhire; a place then 
rough with woods, and of difficult acceſs. There, 
in the habit of a peaſant, he lived unknown, for 
ſome time, in a ſhepherd's cottage. He is ſuppoſed 
to be found in this retreat by the Earl of Devon; 
whoſe caſtle, upon the river Tau, was then be- 
fieged by the Danes. 


The Perſons repreſented. 


Aurzud, Mr. Milward. 
ELTzxuDa, 4 | Mrs. Horton. 
HzamT, Mr. Quin. 
EaxL of Devon, Mr. Mills. 
Conin, a Shepherd, Mr. Salway. 
Emma, his wife, Mrs. Clive. 


>D A Bard, Soldiers, Spirits. 


The SCENE repreſents a plain, ſurrounded with 
woods. On one fide, a cottage : on the other, 
flocks and herds in diſtant proſpect. A hermit's 
cave in full view, overhung with trees, wild and 
groteſque. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
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Conn, EMMA. 


EMMA. 


QHEPHERD, 'tis he. Beneath yon aged oak, 

All on the flowery turf he lays him down. 

Cor. Soft : let us not diſturb him. Gentle Emma, 
Poor though he be, unfriended and unknown, 
My pity waits with reverence on his fortune. 
Modeſt of carriage, and of ſpeech moſt gracious, 
As if ſome ſaint or angel, in diſguiſe, 
Had grac'd our lowly cottage with his preſence, 
He ſteals, I know not how, into the heart, 
And makes it pant to ſerve him. Truſt me, Emma, 
He is no common man. 

Em. Some lord, perhaps, 
Or valiant chief, that from our deadly foe, 
The haughty, cruel, unbelieving Dane, 
Seeks ſhelter here. 

Cor, And ſhelter he ſhall find. 

L 2 
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Who loves his country, is my friend and brother. 
Behold him well. Fair virtue in his aſpect, 
Even thro' the homely ruſſet that conceals him, 


Shines forth, and proves him noble. Seeſt thou, Emma, 


Yon weſtern clouds ? The fun they ſtrive to hide, 
Yet darts his beams around. 

Em. Your thought is mine, 
He is not what his preſent fortunes ſpeak him. 
But ah! the raging foe is all around us: 
We dare not keep him here. R 

Cor. Content thee, wife : 
This iſland is of ſtrength. Nature's own hand 
Hath planted round a deep defence of woods, 
The ſounding aſh, the mighty oak; each tree 
A ſheltering grove : and choak d up all between 
With wild eacumberance of perplexing thorns, 
And horrid brakes. Beyond this woody verge, 
Two rivers broad and rapid hem us in, 
Along their channel ſpreads the gulfy pool, 
And trembling quagmire, whoſe deceitful green 
Betrays the foot it tempts. One path alone 
Winds to this plain, fo roughly difficult, 
This ſingle arm, poor ſhepberd as I am, 
Could well diſpute it with twice twenty Danes. 
Em. Yet think, my Corin, on the ſtern decree 
Of that proud foe; ** Who harbours or relieves 
„An Engliſh captain, dies the death of traitors : 
* But who their haunts diſcovers, ſhall be ſaſe, 
„ And high rewarded.” 
Cor. Now, juſt Heaven forbid, 
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A Britiſh man ſhould ever count for gain 
What villainy muſt earn. No: are we poor? 
Be honeſty our riches. Are we mean, 
And humbly born ? The true heart makes us noble. 
Theſe hands can toil, can ſow the ground and reap 
For thee and thy ſweet babes. Our daily labour 
Is daily wealth : it finds us bread and raiment. 
Could Daniſh gold give more? And for the death 
Theſe tyrants threaten, let me rather meet it, 
Than e' er betray my gueſt — 

Em. Alas the while, 
That loyal faith is fled from hall and bower, 
To dwell with village-ſwains! 

Cor. Ah look! behold ! 
Where, like ſome goodly tree by wintry winds 
Torn from the roots and withering, our ſad gucſt 
Lyes on the ground diffuſed. 

Em. I weep to ſee it. 

Cor. Thou haſt a heart ſweet pity loves to dwell in. 
Dry up thy tears, and lean on this juſt hope: 
If yet to do away his country's ſhame, 
To ſerve her bravely on ſome bleſt occaſion, 
If for theſe ends this ſtranger ſought our cottage, 
The heavenly hoſts are hovering here unſeen, 
To watch and to protect him. But ok ! when— 
My heart burns for it—ſhall I fee the hour 
Of vengeance on thoſe Daniſh Infidels, 
That war with Heaven and us ? 

Em. Alas, my love! 
Theſe paſſions are not for the poor man's ſtate. 
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To Heaven and to the rulers of the land 
Leave ſuch ambitious thoughts. Be warn d, my Corin, 
And think our little all depends on thee. 


= 3 2 


*© O Peace! the faireſt child of Heaven, 

„To whom the ſylvan reign was given, 

* The vale, the fountain and the grove, 

„With every ſofter ſcene of love: 
% Return, ſweet Peace! and chear the weeping ſwain : 
* Return, with Eaſe and Pleaſure in thy train.” 


Cor. Huſh: ceaſe thy ſong For ſee, our mourn- 
ful gueſt 


Has rais'd his head and lo! who comes to greet him; 


His friend the woodman of the neighbouring dale, 
Whom late, as yeſter evening-ſtar aroſe, 
At his requeſt I found and hither brought. 


SCENE 0. 


ALrzep, Earl of Drvox. 


Alf. How long, O ever-gracious Heaven! how long 


Shall war thus deſolate this proſtrate land? 
All, all is loſt—And Alfred lives to tell it! 
His cities laid in duſt! his ſubjects ſlaughter d, 
Or into ſlaves debas'd ! the murderous foe 
Proud and exultint in the general name 
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Are theſe things ſo! and he without the means 
Of great revenge ? caſt down below the hope 
Of ſuccouring thoſe he weeps for? O — 
O grief of griefs! 

Dev. Old as I am, my liege, | 
In rough war harden'd, and with death familiar, 
Theſe eyes have long forgot to melt with foftneſs : 
But O, my gracious maſter, they have feen 
All-pitying Heaven —ſuch fights of ruthleſs rage, 
Of total defolation—— 

Alf. O my people 
O ruin'd England Devon, thoſe we re bleſi d, 
Who died before this time. Ha! and thoſe robbers, 
That violate the ſanctity of leagues, 
The reverend ſeal of oaths ; that baſely broke, 
Like nightly ruſhans, on the hour of peace, 
And ſtole a victory from men unarm'd, 
Thoſe Danes enjoy their crimes! Dread Vengeance! fon 
Of Power and Juſtice! come, array'd in terrors, 
Thy garment red with blood, thy keen ſword drawn: 
O come, and on the heads of faithleſs men 
Pour ample retribution ; men whoſe triumph 
Upbraids eternal juſtice.— But no more: 
Submiſſion is Heaven's due.—1 will not launch 
Into that dark abyſs where thought muſt drown, 
Proceed, my Lord : on with the mournful tale, 
My griefs broke off. 

Dev. From yonder heath-crown'd hill, 8 
This iſland's caſtern point, where in one ſtream 
The Thone and Parret roll their blending waves, 


— 


128 AL n xD. 
I look'd and faw the progreſs of the foe, 
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As of ſome tempeſt, ſome devouring fire, Up 
That ruins without mercy where it ſpreads. Wi 
The riches of the year, the golden grain' Of 


That liberal crown'd our plains, lies trampled wide Is | 
By hoſtile feet, or rooted up; and waſte 
| Deforms the broad high-way. From ſpace to ſpace, Th 


\ Far as my ſtraining eye could ſhoot its beam, Yo 
þ Trees, cottages, and caſtles, ſmoak to heaven Lo 
| In one aſcending eloud. But oh for pity ! | Or 
That way, my Lord, where yonder verdant height W. 
Declining ſlides into a fruitful vale, Bu! 
| Unſightly now and bare; a few poor hinds, Ar 
l Grey-hair'd and thinly clad, ſtood and beheld Th 
The common ravage : motionleſs and mute, His 
With hands to heaven uprais'd, they ſtood, and wept— Of 
My tears attended their Is | 

Alf. If this fad ſight 
Could pain thee to ſuch anguiſh, what muſt I, WI 
Their king and parent, feel lt is a torment Hit 
Beyond the ſtrength of patience to endure. We 
Why end not I at once this wretched being ? Le 
The means are in my hand.—But ſhall a prince A 
5 Thus poorly ſhroud him in the grave from pain, Da 
And ſenſe of ſhame? The madman, nay, the coward, Th 
Has often dar'd the ſame. A monarch holds In 
His life in truſt for others. 1 will live then: Of 
Let Heaven diſpoſe the reſt. - - An 
Dev. Thrice-noble Alfred, An 


| And England's only hope, whoſe virtues raiſe W. 
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Our frail mortality, our human duſt, 
Up to angelic ſplendor and perfection 
With you to bear the worſt of ills, the ſpoil 
Of waſteful war, the loſs of life or freedom, 
ls happineſs, is glory. 

Alf. Ah, look round thee: _ 
That mud-built cottage is thy ſovereign's s palace. 
Yon hind, whoſe daily toil is all his wealth, 
Lodges and feeds him. Are thefe times for flattery, 
Or call it praiſe ? ſuch gaudy attributes 
Would miſbecome our beſt and proudeſt fortunes. 
But what are mine! what is this high-prais d Alfred ! 
Among ten thouſand wretches moſt undone.. 
That prince who ſees his country laid in ruins, 
His ſubjects periſhing beneath the ſword 
Of foreigu rage, who ſees and cannot fave them, 
Is but ſupreme in miſery! 

Dev. - My liege, 
Who has not known ill fortune, never knew 
Himſelf, or his own virtue. Be of comfort : 
We can but die at laſt. Till that hour comes, 
Let noble anger keep our hopes alive. 
A ſudden thought, as if from Heaven inſpir d, 
Darts on my ſoul. One caſtle ſtill is ours, 
Tho' cloſe begirt and ſhaken by the Danes. 
In this diſguiſe, my chance of paſſing on, 
Of entering there unknown, is promiſing, 
And wears a lucky face. Lis our laſt ſtake, 
And I will play it like a man whoſe life, 
Whoſe honour hangs upon a fingle caſt. 
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* 
Meanwhile, my Lord— }- 

Alf. Ha! Devon, thou haſt rous'd 
My ſlumbering virtue. I applaud thy thought. 
The praiſe of this brave daring ſhall be thiae ; 
The danger ſhall be common. We will both 
Strait tempt the Daniſh camp, aud gain this fort: 
To animate our brothers of the war, 

Thoſe Engliſhmen who yet deſerve that name. 
And hear, eternal Juſtice ! if my life 

Can make atonement for them, King of kings 
Accept thy willing victim. On my head 

Be all their woes: to them be grace and mercy. 
Come on, my noble friend. 

Dev. Ah, good my liege, 

What fits a private valour, and might grace 
The ſimple ſoldier's courage, wobld proclaim 
His general's raſhneſs. You are England's King: 
Your infant children, and your much-lov'd queen 
Nay more, the public weal, ten thouſand ſouls, 
Whoſe hope you are, whoſe all depends on you, 
Forbid this enterprize. *Tis nobler virtue 

To check this ardor, to reſerve your ſword 

For ſome great day of known and high import; 
That to your country, to the judging world 
Shall juſtify all hazards you may run. 

This trial ſuits but me. | 

Alf. Well, go, my friend; 

If thou ſhalt proſper, thou wilt call me hence 
To head my people from their fears recover'd. 
May that good angel, who inſpir'd thy thought, 
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Throw round thy ſteps a vell of cloudy air, 

That thou-may'ſt walk inviſible and fafe. 

He's gone—and now without a friend to aid me, 

I ſtand alone, abandon'd to the gloom 

Of my fad thoughts Said I, without a friend? 

Oh blaſphemous diſtruſt! Have I not Thee, 
All-powerful friend and guardian of the righteous, 
Have I not Thee to aid me? Let that thought 
Support my drooping ſoul.— But, liſt. ” Ha! whence 
Theſe air-born notes that ſound in meaſur d ſweetneſs 
Thro' this vaſt ſilence ? | 


SCENE m. 


Solemn muſic is heard at a diſtance. It comes nearer 
in a full ſymphony : after which a ſingle trumpet 
ſounds a high and awakening air. Then the fol- 


lowing ſtanzas are ſung by two atrial ſpirits un- 
ſeen. 


| Firft Sriutr. 
„Hear, Alfred, father of the ſtate, 
Thy Genius Heaven's high will declare 
What proves the hero truly great, 
«© Is never, never to deſpair: 
** Is never to deſpair. 
Second SeiniT, | 
“Thy hope awake, thy heart expand 
» © With all its vigour, all its fires. 
** Ariſe! and fave a ſinking land! 
Thy country calls, and Heaven inſpires, 
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1 Both Sriarrs. 
i Earth calls, and Heaven inſpires.” F 
All- 
| SCENE IV. , 
| 
J. | ALrzev alone. | ha 
* * 
I! All-hail, ye gentle miniſters of heaven! : As 
1 Your ſong infpires new patience thro' my breaſh, Ben 
' And generous hope; it wings my monating ſoul To 
Above th' entangling maſs of earthly paſſions, An 
q That keep frail man, though ſtraggling to be free, The 
| Still fluttering in the duſt. Wh 
[ I to 
| b SCENE v 2 
; Seal 
Atrurp, the Hermit advancing from his cave. 2 
Alf. Thrice-happy Hermit! But 
Whom thus the heavenly habitants attend, For 
y Bleſſing thy calm retreat; white rutblefs war Unt 
Feills the polluted land with bloed and crimes. Or 
In this extremity of England's fate, Of | 
if Led by thy ſacred character, I come , As 
For comfort and advice. Thy aged wiſdom, An 
l Purg'd from the ſtormy cloud of human paſſions, Led 
| And by a ray from heaven exalted, ſees L his 
| Deep through futurity. Say what remains, The 


What yet remains to ſave our proſtrate country? Dif 


% 
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Nor ſcorn this anxious queſtion even from me, 
A nameleſs ſtranger. 
Her. Alfred, England's king, 

All-hail! and welcome to this humble cell. 
Alf. Whence doſt thou know me, venerable father? 
Her. Laſt night, when, with a draught from that 

cool fountain, 

I had my wholſome, ſober ſupper crown'd ; 

As is my ſtated cuſtom, forth I walk'd, 

Beneath the ſolemn gloom and glittering ſky, 

To feed my ſoul with prayer and meditation, 

And thus to inward harmony compos'd, 

That ſweeteſt muſic of the grateful heart, 

Whoſe each emotion is a filent hymn, 

I to my couch retir d. Strait on mine eyes 

A pleaſing flumber fell, whoſe myſtic power 

Seal'd up my ſenſes, but enlarg'd my foul. 

At once, diſclos'd amid the dark waſte night, 

Appear'd a viſion—not the dream of fancy, 

But ſent from heaven, prophetic and divine, 

For know, this ample element contains 

Unnumber'd. ſpiritual beings, or malign, 

Or good to man. Theſe, when the groſſer eye 

Of nature ſleeps, oft play their ſeveral parts, 

As on a ſcene, before th' attentive mind, 

And to the favour'd man diſcloſe the future. 

Led by theſe ſpirits friendly to this iſle, 

I liv'd thro” future ages; felt the virtue, 

The great, the glorious paſfions that will fire 

Diſtant poſterity ; when guardian laws 
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The vows, the noble uſes, of affliction. [then, 
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Are by the patriot in the glowing ſenate 


Won from corruption: when th' impatient arm Thi 
Of liberty, invincible, ſhall ſcourge To 
The tyrants of mankind—and when the deep, But 
Thro' all her ſwelling waves, ſhall proudly joy Wh 
Bencath the boundleſs empire of thy ſons. Ti 
I ſaw thee, Alfred, too - But o'er thy fortunes Th 


Lay clouds impenetrable. 
Alf. Ah! good hermit, 
That ſcene is dark indeed! Ye awful powers! 
To what am I reſerved? Still muſt I roam 
A wanderer here, inglorious and unknown ? 
Or am I deſtin'd your great inſtrument, 
From fierce oppreſſion to redeem this land ? 
Her. Perhaps, the laſt.—But, prince, remember, 


Preſerve the quick humanity it gives, 

The pitying, ſocial ſenſe of human weakaeſs : 
Yet keep thy ſtubborn fortitude entire, 

The manly heart that to another's woe 

Is tender, but ſuperior to its own. 

Learn to ſubmit; yet learn to conquer fortune, 
Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 

And offices of life; to life itſelf, 

With all its vain and tranſient joys, fit looſe. | 
Chief, let devotion to the ſovereign mind, 

A ſteady, chearful, abſolute dependence 

On his beſt, wiſeſt government, poſſeſs thee. 
In thoughtleſs, gay proſperity, when all 
Attends our wiſh, when nought is ſeen around us In 
« 
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But kneeling flattery, and obedient fortune; 

Then are blind mortals apt, within themſelves 

To fix their ſtay, forgetful of the giver. 

But when thus humbled, Alfred, as thou art, 

When to their feeble natural powers reduc'd, 

"Tis then they feel this univerſal truth 
That heaven is all in all—and man is nothing. 

A. I thank thee, father, for thy pjous counſel. 
And witneſs, thou dread Power! who ſeeſt my heart; 
That if not to perform my regal taſk, 

To be the common father of my people, 
Patron of honour, virtue, and religion ; 

If not to ſhelter induſtry, to guard 

Her honeſt portion from oppreſlive pride, 
From waſteful riot, and the ſons of rapine, 
Who baſely raviſh what they dare not earn; 

If not to deal out juſtice like the ſun, 

With equal light; if not to ſpread thy bounty, 
The treaſures truſted to me, not my own, 

On all the ſmiling ranks of nouriſh'd life; 

If not to raiſe our drooping Engliſh name, 

To clothe it yet with terror; make this land 
Renown'd for peaceful arts to bleſs mankind, 
And generous war to humble proud oppreſſors: 
If not to build on an eternal baſe, _ 

On liberty and laws, the public weal : 

If not for theſe great ends I am ordain'd, 

May I ne'er idly fill the throne of England! 

Her. Still may thy breaſt theſe ſentiments retain, 
In proſperous life. 
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Alf. Proſperity were ruin, 
Could it deſtroy or change ſuch thoughts as theſe. 
When Thoſe whom Heaven diſtinguiſhes o'er millions, 
Profuſely gives them honours, riches, power, 
Whate'er th' expanded heart can wiſh; n 
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Accepting the reward, neglect the duty; 
Or worſe, pervert thoſe gifts to deeds of ruin: 
Is there a wretch they rule ſo mean as they? 
Guilty, at once of ſacrilege to Heaven, 
And of perfidious robbery to men 
But hark! methinks I hear a plaintive voice : 
Sigh thra' the vale, and wake the mournful echo. Thi 
Ant 
s O0 KN. 0, Ti 
1 
I. Oh 
« Sweet valley, ſay, where penſive lying, A 
For me, our children, England, ſighing, "oy" 
„The beſt of mortals leans his head. : 
« Ye fountains, dimpled by my forrow, * 
Le brooks that my complainings borrow, Oa 
O lead me to his lonely bed If p 
« Or if my lover, Wh 
© Deep woods, you cover, — To 
© Ah whiſper where your ſhadows o'er him ſpread! Wh 
II. Wh 
* 'Tis not the loſs of pomp and pleaſure, A |} 
Of empire, or of tinſel treaſure, Oui 


That drops this tear, that ſwells this groan: 
„No; from a nobler cauſe procceding, 
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« A heart with love and fondneſs bleeding, 
© breathe my ſadly-pleaſing moan. 
% With other anguith 
© 1 ſcorn to languiſh: : 
& For love will feel no ſorrows but his own.”* 


SCENE VI. 


Atrarb, Hermit, ELT RVUpa, advancing. 


AIf. Sure, by the voice and purport of the ſong, 
This generous mourner is my queen Eltruda. 
And yet how can that be 0 all good powers! 
'Tis ſhe! tis ſhe! : 
Elt. My lord, my life, my Alfred! 
Oh take me to thy arms, with toil o'ercome, - 
And ſudden tranſport, thus at once to find thee, 
In this wild foreſt, pathleſs and perplex'd ! 
Alf. Come to my ſoul, thou deareſt, beſt of women! 
Come, and repoſe thy ſorrows in my boſom, 
O all my paſſions mix in doubtfal ſtrife! 
If pain or joy prevail, I ſcarce can ſay, 
While thus I claſp thee, and recal the perils 
? To which thy trembliag ſteps have been expos d. 
* WH Why haſt thou left the convent where I plac'd thee ? 
Why, unprotected truſt thee to a land, | 
A. barbarous land where rages Daniſh war ! 
Our hoſpitable England is no more! 
m Elt, Dire was the cauſe, my Alfred. The rous'd 
country, 
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All wild in breathleſs terror and confuſion, 
Inform'd us, a near party of the Danes, 
Whoſe brutal fury ſpares no ſex, no age, 
No place, however privileged or holy, 
Were on full march that way. Inſtant I fled, 
In this diſguiſe, with only theſe attendants : 
But in our way oft chear'd by airy voices, 
'To bear to this retreat our helpleſs children. 

Alf. Ah wanderers too young! ah hapleſs children 
But more unhappy Sire! who cannot give, 
To thoſe he loves, protection. 

Elt. Thou too, Alfred, 
Art thou not unattended? None to ſerve thee, 
To ſoothe thy woes, to watch thy broken ſlumbers! 
And when the ſilent tear o'erflows thy eye, 
None, with the warm and cordial lip of love, 
To kiſs it off! There is in love a power, 
There is a ſoft divinity, that draws 
Tranſport even from diſtreſs; that gives the heart 
A certain pang, excelling far the joys 
Of groſs unfeeling life. Beſides, my Alfred, 
Even had the fury of this barbarous foe 
Not forc'd me from the convent, life is ſhort : 
And now it trembles on the wing of danger : 
Why ſhould we Joſe it then? One well-fav'd hour, 
In ſuch a tender circumſtance to lovers, 
Is better than an age of common time. 

Alf. Oh 'tis too much ! thy tenderneſs o'ercomes me! 
Nay, look not on me with that ſweet dejection, | 
- Thro' tears that pierce my ſoul !---Chear thee, my love; 
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Hope ſtill the beſt; that better days await us, 

And fairer from remembrance.— Thou, Eltruda, 
Thou art a pledge of happineſs On thee 

Good angels wait ; they led thy journey hither : 
And I have heard them in this wild retreat, 
Warbling immortal airs, and ſtrains of comfort. 

But ah, the foe is round us: and this iſle 

Now holds my foul's beſt wealth, the treaſur d ſtore 
Of all my joys—1 go to ſkirt it round, 

To vilit every creek and ſedgy bank, 

Where ruſtles thro' the reeds the ſhadowy gale; 

Or where the bending umbrage drinks the ſtream; 
Leſt danger unawares ſhould ſteal upon us. 

And now by flow degrees, folemn and fad, 

Wide falling o'er the world, the nightly ſhades 

Huſh the brown woods, and deepen all their horrors : 
While humbled into reſt, and aw'd by darkneſs, ; 
Each creature ſeeks the covert. To that cell 

Retire, my life. I will not long be abſent. 
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ALrkrED sene. 


ad S now the depth of darkneſs and repoſe. 


All nature feems to reſt : while Alfred wakes 
To think, and to be wretched— Where yon oak 


With wide and duſky ſhade o'erhangs the ſtream, 
That glides in ſilence by, I took my ſtand : 
What time the glow-worm thro' the dewy path 
Firſt ſhot his twinkling flame. I ſtood attentive, 


Liſtening each noiſe from wood-clad hill and dale; 


But all was huſh'd around. Nor trumpet's clang, 
Nor ſhout of roving foe, nor haſty tread 

Of evening paſſenger, diſturd'd the wide 

And awful ſtillneſs. Homeward as I ſped, 

O'er many a delve, thro' many a path perplex'd, 
Maze running into maze; ill-boding thoughts 
Haunted my ſteps.— Perhaps my gallant friend, 
Diſcover'd to the Danes, this moment bleeds 
Beneath their ſwords! or lies a breathleſs corſe, 


The prey of midnight wolves. Some mournful ſound 


Strikes ſudden on my ſenſe. 
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SCENE IL 


Atrrarb, ELTRUDA, 


Elt. Here will I lean 
On this green bank, to wait the wiſh'd return 
Of morning and my Lord. 

- Alf. My gentle love, 
Eltruda, why to this untimely ſky 
Expoſe thy health ! The dews of night fall faſt ; 
The chill breeze ſighs aloud. 

Elt. 1 could not reſt. 5 
Can love repoſe when apprehenſion wakes, 
And whiſpers to the heart all dreadful things, 
That walk with night and ſolitude ? methought, 
In each low murmur of the woods I heard 
Th' invading foe—or heard my Alfred groan ! 
Our tender infants too—their fancy d cries 
Still found within my ears! 

Alf. Eltruda, there 
I am a woman too; I who ſhould cheer, 
And ſhelter thee from every care. My children ! 
The thought of what may chance to them, compleats 
Their father's ſum of woes. O what ſafe ſhade | 
Can ſcreen their opening bloſſom from the ſtorm 
That beats ſevere on us! Not ſweeter buds 
The primroſe in the vale, nor fooner ſhrinks, 
At Winter's churliſh blaſt— 

Elt. Behold, my Lord 
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Good angels ſhield us What a ſſpod of brightneſs 
Waves round our heads! 

If. The hermit moves this way. 
That wondrous man holds converſe with the hoſt 
Ot higher natures. Theſe far-beaming fires 


Were doubtleſs kindled up at his command, 
Be ſilent and attentive. 
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SCENEIE 
1 ALrreD, ELtTavpa, Hermit. 


Her. I have heard 
Thy fond complainings, Alfred. 
Alf. You have then, 
Good father, heard the cauſe that wrings them from 
me. | 
Her. The human race are ſons of ſorrow born : 
1 And each muſt have his portion. Vulgar minds 
1 Refuſe, or crouch beneath their load: the brave 
| Bear theirs without repining. K., 
Alf. Who can bear 
The ſhaft that wounds him through an infant's ſide ? 
When whom we love, to whom we owe protection, 
Implore the hand we cannot reach to ſave them ? 
Her. Weep not, Eltruda.— Let thou art a king, 
All private paſſions fall before that name. 
Thy ſubjects claim thee whole. 
Alf. Can public truſt, ; 
O revercnd ſage! deſtroy the ſofter ties 
That twine around the parent's yearning heart? 
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That holy paſſion Heaven itſelf infus'd, 

And blended with the ſtream that feeds our life. 
Her. You love your children, prince 
Alf. Lives there on earth, 

In air, or ocean, creature tame or wild, 

That has not known this univerſal love? 

All Nature feels it intimate and deep, 

And all her ſons of inſtinct or of reaſon. 

Her. Then ſhew that paſſion in its nobleſt form. 

Seaſon their tender years with every virtue, 

Social or felf-retir*d; of public greatneſs, 

Or lovely in the hour of private life; 

With all that can exalt, or can adorn 

Their princely rank. 

Alf. Alas, their hope muſt ſtoop, 

Such my unhappy fate, to humbler aims; 

Affliction and bafe want muſt be their teachers. 
Her. Affliction is the wholeſome ſoil of virtue: 

Where paticnce, honour, fweet humanity, 

Calm fortitude take root, and ſtrongly flouriſh. 

But proſperous fortune, that allures with pleaſure, 

Dazzles with pomp, and undermines with flattery, 

Poiſons the ſoul, and its beſt product kills. 

Should'ſt thou regain thy throne— 

Alf. My throne? What glimpſe, 
What ſmalleſt ray of hope— 
Her. That day may come— 
What do I feel? my labouring breaſt expands 
To give the glorious inſpiration room. 
And now the cloud that o'er thy future fate, 
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Like total night, lay heavy and obſcure, 
Fades into air: and all the brightening ſcene 
Dawns gay before me! a long line of kings, 
From thee deſcending, glorious and renoun d, 
In ſhadowy pomp I fee! 

Genius of England ! hovering near, 

In all thy radiant charms appear : 
O come and ſummon, from the world unknown, 
Thoſe mighty chiefs, thoſe ſons of future fame, 
Who, ages hence, this iſland ſhall adorn, 
And ſpread to diſtant realms her glorious name. 
Slow let the viſionary form ariſe, 
And folemn paſs before our wond'ring eyes. 


[Muſic grand and auf The Genius deſcending, 


ſings the following 
$- . 


From thoſe eternal regions bright, 
«© Where ſuns, that never ſet in night, 
Diffuſe the golden day: 
«© Where ſpring, unfading, pours around, 
„ O'er all the dew-impearled ground, 
* Her thouſand colours gay : 
* O whether on the fountain's flowery ſide, 
«© Whence living waters glide, 
Or in the fragrant grove, 
« Whoſe ſhade emboſoms peace and love, 
© New pleaſures all your hours employ, . 
And raviſh every ſenſe with joy: 
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% Great heirs of empire! yet unborn, 
„% Who ſhall this iſland late adorn; . 

©« A monarch's drooping thought to cheer, 
« Appear! appear! appear 82 


Spirits of EDWaRD IN. Part2eva bis Queen, and the 
Black Prince his Son, ariſe. 


Her. Alfred, look; and ſay, 
What ſeeſt thou yonder ? 

Alf. Three majeſtic ſhapes : 
Two habited like mighty warriors old ; 
A third in whoſe bright aſpect beauty ſmiles 
More ſoft and feminine, A lucid veil, 
From her fair neck dependent floats around, 
Light-hovering in the gale. 

Her. O Alfred, man 
Belov'd of Heaven, behold a king indeed : 
Matchleſs in arms; in arts of peaceful rule, 
A ſovereign's trueſt glory, yet more fam d; 
England's third Edward! — At his fear'd approach, 
Proud France, even now, through all her dukedoms 

quakes. 
Her genius ſighs, and from th' eternal ſhore, . 
The ſoul of her great Charles, a recent gueſt, 
Looks back to earth, and mourns the diſtant woes, 
His realms are doom'd to feel from Edward's wrath. 
Beneath his ſtandard, Britain ſhall go forth, 
Array'd for conqueſt, terrible in glory: 
And nations ſhrink before her. O what deaths, 
: N 
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What deſolation ſhall her vengrance ſpread, 
From engines yet unfound ; whoſe lightnings flaſh, 
Whoſe thunders roar amazing o'er the plain : 
As if this king had ſummon d from on high 
Heaven's dread artillery to fight his battles ! 

Nor is renown in war his ſole ambition: 
A nobler paſſion labours in his breaſt — dy 
Alfred, attend—to make his people bleſt! 
The facred rights that reaſon loudly claims 
For free- born men—theſe, Alfred, are his care: 
Oft to confirm, and fix them on the baſe 
Of equal laws —0 father of mankind! 
Succeſſive praiſes from a grateful land - 
Shall faint thy name for ever ! 

Alf. Holy fage, 
Whom angels thus enlighten and inſpire, 
My boſom kindles at thy Heaven-born flame. 
Great Edward! be thy conqueſt and their praiſe 
Unrival'd to thyſelf. But O thy fame 
For care paternal of the public weal, 
For England bleſt at home— my rapt heart pants 
To equal that renown! 

Her. Know farther, Alfred; 
A ſovercign's treat example forms a people. 
The public breaſt is noble, or is vile, 
As he inſpires it. In this Edward's time, 
Warm'd by his courage, by his honour rais'd, 
High flames the Britiſh ſpirit like the ſun, 


To ſhine o'er half the globe; and where it ſhines, - 


The cheriſh'd world to brighten and enrich. 
» 


— 
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Laſt ſee this monarch in his hour of leiſure : 
Even ſocial on a throne, and taſting joys 


To ſolitary greatneſs ſeldom known, 
As friend, as huſband, and as father bleſt. 


That godlike youth remark, his eldeſt hope, 
Who gives new luſtre to the name be bears; 
A hero ere a man. 1 ſee him now 
On Creſſy's glorious plain! The father's heart, 
With anxious love and wonder at his daring, 
Beats high in mingled tranſport. Great himſelf, 
Great above jealouſy, the guilty mark 
That brands all meaner minds, ſee he applands 
The filial excellence, and gives him ſcope 
To blaze in his full brightneſs !-—Lo, again 
He ſends him dreadful to a nobler field : 
The danger and the glory all his own! 
A captive king, the rival of his arms, 
I ſee adorn his triumph! Heaven! what grace, 
What ſplendor from his gracious temper mild 
That triumph draws! As gentle mercy kind, 
He chears the hoſtile prince whoſe fall he weeps! 
Alf. A fon fo rich in virtues, and fo grac'd 
With all that gives thoſe virtues fair to ſhine, 
When I would aſk of Heaven ſome mighty boon, 
Should claim the foremoſt place. 
Her. Remember, then, ; 
What to thy infant ſons from thee is due, 
As parent and as prince. 
Ek. Forgive me, Hermit, 
Forgive a queen and wife her anxious fondneſs. - 
N a 
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Yon beauteous ſhade, that as I gaze her o'er, 
My wonder draws, eſcapes your graver thought. 
Her. O bright Eltruda! thou whoſe blooming 
youth, 
Whoſe amiable ſweetneſs promiſe bleſſings 
To Alfred and to England! ſee, and mark, 
In yonder pleaſing form, the beſt of wives, 
The happieſt too, repaid with all the faith, 
With all the friendſhip, love añd duty claim. 


She, powerful o'er the heart her charms enſla ve 


O virtue rarely. practis d uſes nobly 

That happy influence; to prompt each purpoſe 

Fair honour kindles in her Edward's breaſt. 

Amid the pomps, the pleaſures of a court, 

Humble of heart, ſeverely good ; the friend 

Of modeſt worth, the parent of the poor. 

Eltruda !- O tranſmit theſe nobleſt charms 

To that fair daughter, that unfolding roſe, 

With which, as on this day“, Heaven crown'd your 
loves. 


The ſpirit of ELIzaRK TA riſes. 
Alf. Say, who is ſhe, in whom the noble graces, 


Th' engaging manner, dignity and caſe, 
Are join'd with manly ſenſe and reſolution ? 


* This maſk was written to be acted at Cliffden, on 
the birth-day of her _ Highneſs the Princeſs 


Auguſta. 
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Her. The great Eliza. She, amid a world Fe 
That threat' ning ſwells in high commotion round her; 
Each dangerous ſtate her unrelenting foe, 

And chief a proud enormous empire ſtretch'd 
O'er half mankind; with not one friendly power, 
But what her kind creating band ſhall raiſe 
From out the marſhes of the branching Rhine; 
And min'd, at home, her ever-tottering throne 
By reſtleſs bigots, who, beneath the maſk 
Of mild religion, are to every crime 
Set looſe, the faithleſs ſons of barbarous zeal : 
Yet ſhe ſhall crown this happy iſle with peace, 
With arts, with riches, grandeur, and renown : 
And quell, by turns, the madneſs of her foes. 
As when the winds, from different quarters, urge 
The tempeſt on our ſhore : ſecure, the clitfs 
Repel its idle rage, and pour it back, 
In broken billows, foaming to the main. 
Alf. How ſhall ſhe, Hermit, gain theſe glorious ends? 
Her. By filent wiſdom, whoſe informing power + 
Works unperceiv'd; that ſeems in council flow ; 
But, when reſoly'd, and ripe for execution, . 
That parts like lightning from the ſecret gloom : 
By ever ſeizing the right point of view, 
Her trueſt intereſt; which ſhe firm purſues, 
With ſteady patience, through the maze of ſtate, 
The ſtorm of oppoſition, the mix'd views, 
And thwarting manag'd paſſions of mankind : 
By healing the diviſions of her people, 
And ſowing that fell peſt among her focs z 
| "I. 
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By ſaving, from the vermin of a court, 

Her treaſure; which, when fair occaſion calls, 
She knows to laviſh, in protecting arts, 


In guarding nations, and in nurſing ſtates : ] 
By calling up to power, and public life, 
Each virtue, each ability: yet fe, Wh 
Amid the various worthies glowing round her, Ere 
| Still ſhines the firſt; the central ſan that wakes, Ha! 
That rules their every motion; not the ſlave, She 
ö And paſſive property of her own creatures. A 1 
þ But the great ſoul that animates her reign, Th 
| That lights it to perfection, is the love, We 
The confidence unbounded, which her wiſdom, Th 
Her prabity and juſtice, ſhall inſpire | Un 
Into the public breaſt. Hence cordial faith, To 
Which nought can ſhake; hence unexhaufted trea- Of 
ſure : Ar 
| 404 hence, above all mereenary force, Tt 
The hand that by the free-born heart is rais'd, W 
And guards the blended weal of Prince and People. Hi 
She too ſhall raiſe Britannia's naval power; Of 
Shall greatly raviſh from inſulting Spain, 
| The world-commanding ſceptre of the deep. Fl 
Elt. O matchleſs queen! O glory of her ſex! W 
b The great idea, father, fills my ſoul, 


| And bids it glow beyond a woman's paſſions. 


1 

* 
10 

1 
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The ſpirit of WIL LIAX III. ariſes. 


Her. Once —_ e and 
mark, 
Who next adorns the ſcene, yon laurel'd 1 
Ere yet the age that clos'd this female reign 
Hath led around its train of circling years, 
Shall Britain on the verge of ruin ſtand. 
A monarch, loſt to greatneſs, to renown, 
The ſlave of dreaming monks, ſhall fill her throne, 
Weak and aſpiring; fond of lawleſs rule, 
The lawleſs rule his mean ambition covets 
Unequal to acquire. Yon prince thou faw'ſt, 
To glory tator'd by the hand ſevere 
Of ſharp adverſity, ſhall Heaven upraiſe, 
And injur'd nations with joint call invoke, 
Their laſt, their only refuge. Lo! he comes: 
Wide o'er the billows of the boundleſs deep 
His navy rides triumphant : and the ſhores 
Of ſhouting Albion echo with his name. 
Immortal William from before his face, 
Flies Superſtition, flies oppreſſive Power, 
With vile Servility that crouch'd and kiſfs'd 
The whip he trembled at. From this great hour 
Shall Britain date her rights and laws reſtor d: 
And one high purpoſe rule her fovereign's heart; 
To fcourge the pride of France, that foe proſeſs d 
Tv England and to Freedom. Yet I fee, 
From diſtant climes in peaceful triumph horue, . 
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Another KING ariſe! His early youth 

With verdant laurel crown'd, for deeds of arms 
That Reaſon's voice approves; for courage, rais'd 


Beyond all aid from paſſion, greatly calm ! 


Intrepidly ſerene ! In days of peace, POPE 
Around his throne the human virtues wait, 
And fair adorn him with their mildeſt beams; 
Good without ſhow, above ambition great ; - HA 
Wiſe, equal, merciful, the friend of man! O w 
O Alfred ! ſhould thy fate, long ages hence, Smil 
In meaning ſcenes recall'd, exalt the joy I 
Of ſome glad feſtal day, before a prince ; You 
Sprung from that king belov'd —— Hear, gracious MW Aſc 
Heaven ! The 
Thy ſoft humanity, thy patriot heart, p 
Thy manly virtue, ſteddy, great, reſolv'd, 1 
Be his ſupreme ambition! and with theſe, Thi 
The happineſs, the glory, that await Th. 
Thy better days, be ſhower' d upon his head ! Kn 


Alf. O Hermit! thou haſt rais'd me to new life! I An 
New hopes, new triumphs ſwell my bounding heart— A | 
Her. It comes! it comes The promis'd ſcene Of 


diſcloſes ! He 
Already the great work of fate begins ! Re 
The mighty wheels are turning, whence will ſpread, Th 
Beyond the limits of our narrow world, 6 
The fair dominions, Alfred, of thy ſons. 6 
Behold the warrior bright with Daniſh ſpoils 6 


The raven droops his wings—and hark nnn 
Exulting, ſpeaks the reſt. 


A & TT WS. 


SCENE W. 


Symphony of martial Muſic. 
Arrarp, Eiraupa, Hermit, Farl of Dxvox, ſel- 
lowed by ſoldiers. 


Alf. My friend return'd ! 
O welcome, welcome! But what happy tidings 
Smile in thy chearful countenance 

Dev. My Liege, 
Your troops have been ſucceſsful. —But to Heaven 
Aſcend the praiſe! For ſure th event exceeds 
The hand of man. 

Alf. How was it, noble Devon ? 

Dev. You know my caſtle is not hence far diſtant, 
Thither I ſped : and in a Daniſh habit 
The trenches paſling, by a ſecret way, 
Known to myſelf alone, emerg'd at once 
Amid my joyful ſoldiers. There I found 
A generous few, the veteran, hardy gleanings 
Of many a hapleſs fight. They with a fierce 
Heroic fire inſpirited each other; 
Reſolv d on death, diſdaining to ſurvive 
The deareſt country. « If we fall, I cry'd, 
Let us not tamely fall like paſſive cowards ! 
„No; let us live——or let us die, like men 
© Come on, my friends: to Alfred we will cut 
% Our glorious way; or, as we nobly periſh, | 
* Will offer to the genius of our country 


_— 
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„Whole hecatombs of Danes.” — As if one ſoul 


Their flaming faulchions,-—** Lead us to theſe Danes! 
Our country !—vengeance!” was the general cry, 
Strait on the careleſs drouſy camp we ruſh'd : 


And rapid, as the flame devours the ſtubble, 


Bore down the heartleſs Danes. With this ſucceſs 

Our enterprize increas'd. Not now contented 

To hew a paſſage thro' the flying herd; 

We, unremitting, urg'd a total rout. 

The valiant Hubba bites the bloody field, 

With twice fix hundred Danes around him ſtrow'd. 
Alf. My glorious friend !—this action has reſtor d 

Our ſinking country.— What reward can equal 

A deed fo great ?—1Is not yon pictur' d Raven 

Their famous magic ſtandard Emblem fit 

To ſpeak the ſavage genius of the people 

That oft has ſcatter'd on our troops diſmay, 

And feeble conſternation ? 
Dev. Tis the ſame. 

Wrought by the ſiſters of the Daniſh wh, 

Of furious Ivar, in a midnight hour: 

While the ſick moon, at their inchauted ſong, 

Wrapt in pale tempeſt, labour'd thro' the clouds, 

The Demons of deſtruction then, they ſay, 

Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 

Their baleful power; the ſiſters ever ſung, 

* Shake, ſtandard, ſhake, this ruin on our foes. 
Her. So theſe infernal powers, with rays of truth 

Still deck their fables, to delude who truſt them. 


At) 
Had mov'd them all, around their heads they flaſh'4 N Of you 
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Rous' 
As in 
The ſ 
The 
That 


e 153 
Alf. But where, my noble couſin, are the reſt 

dot your brave troops? 

8s Dev. On t' other ſide the ſtream, 

That half incloſes this retreat, I left them. 

Rous'd from the fear, with which it was congeal'd, 

As in a froſt, the country pours amain. 

The ſpirit of our anceſtors is up, 

The ſpirit of the Free! and with a voice 

That breathes ſucceſs, they all demand their king. 
Alf. Quick, let us join them, and improve their 

ardor. 
We cannot be too haſty to ſecure 
d WThe glances of occaſion. 


SCENE the lf. 
To them, Conn, EMMa, tneeling to ALFRED, 


Cor. Good my Liege, 
Pardon the poor unequal entertainment, 
Which we, unknowing —— 

Alf. Riſe, my honeſt ſhepherd, 
I came to thee a peaſant, not a prince : 
Thy rural entertainment was ſincere, 
Plain, hoſpitable, kind: ſuch as, I hope, 
Will ever mark the manners of this nation. 
You friendly lodg'd me, when by all deſerted ; 
And ſhall have ample recompence. 

Cor. One boon 

h 1s all I crave. 


Alf. — peak thy wit 


Pd 
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Cor. Permiſſion in your wars to ſerve your grace : 


For tho' here loſt in ſolitary ſhades, 
A ſimple ſwain, I bear an Engliſh heart; 


A heart that burns with rage to ſee thoſe Danes, 


Thoſe foreign ruffians, thoſe inhuman pirates, 


Oft our inferiors prov'd, thus lord it oer us. 
Alf. Brave countryman, come on. Tis ſuch as 


thou, 
Who from affeftion ſerve, and free-born zeal, 
To guard whatc'er is dear and ſacred to them, 
That are a king's beſt honour and defence. 


Euua ſings the follewing SONG. 


I. | 
« If thoſe who live in ſnepherd's bower, 
«© Prefs not the rich and ſtately bed: 


„The new-mown hay and breathing flower 


« A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 
II. 
« If thoſe who ſit at ſhepherd's board, 


„% Soothe not their taſte by wanton art; 


«© They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart. 
HI. 
If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 


„No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt; 
& With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
* And crown them with the village toaſt. 


ALFRED 
IV. 
© If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
« Gay dancing on the dazy'd ground, 
6 not the ſplendor of a court ; | 
« Yet love adorns the merry round. 


asfl A. My lov'd Eltruda !” thou ſhalt here remain, 
With gentle Emma, and this reverend hermit. 
Ye ſilver ſtreams, that murmuring wind around 
This duſky ſpot, to you I truſt my all 
O cloſe around her, woods! for her, ye vales, 
Throw forth your flowers, your ſofteſt lap diffuſe ! 

And Than! whoſe ſecret and expanſive hand 
Moves all the ſprings of this vaſt univerſe, 
Whoſe government aſtoniſhes ; who here, 
In a few hours, beyond our utmoſt hope, . 
Beyond our thought, yet doubting, haſt clear'd up. 
The ſtorm of fate! preſerve what thy kind will, 
Thy bountiful appointment, makes ſo dear 
To human hearts! preſerve my queen and children ! 
Preſerve the hopes of England! while I go 
To finifh thy great work, and ſave my country. N 

Elt. Go, pay the debt of honour to the public. 
If ever woman, Alfred, lov'd her huſband 
More fondly than herſelf, I claim that virtue, 
hat heart-felt happineſs. Yet, by our loves 
I ſwear, that in a glorious death with thee 
rather would be wrapt, than live long years 

o charm thee from the rugged paths of hanour : 
50 much I think thee born for beauteoys deeds, 

O 
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And the bright courſe of glory. 
Alf. Matchleſs woman 
Love, at thy voice, is kindled to ambition. 
Be this my deareſt triumph, to approve me 
A huſband worthy of the beſt Eltrada!-_ - * 
Her. Behold, my lord, our venerable bard, 
Aged and blind, him whom the Muſes favour. 
| Yet ere you go, in our lov'd country's praiſe, 
That nobleſf theme, hear what his rapture breathes. 


AN OD E. 
L 
« When Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
«« Aroſe from out the azure main; 
„% This was the charter of the land, 
« And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain : 
„Rule, Britannia, rule the waves; 
« Britons never will be ſlaves. 
II. ; 
« The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
« Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall: 
* While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
« The dread and n 
* Rule, &c. 
x In. 
* Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful, from each foreign ſtroke : 
« As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
„ Serves but to root thy native oak.” 
„ Rule, &c. 


„ ———— 
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IV. p 
% Thee haughty tyrants ne er ſhall tame: 
« All their attempts to bend thee down, 
% Will but arouſe thy generous flame; 
* But work their woe, and thy renown. 
« Rule, &c.. . 
| V. 
* To thee belongs the rural reign; 
„Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
„All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 
« And every ſhore it circles thine. 
«© Rule, &c. 
* The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 
« Bleſt iſle! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
« And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
„% Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
© Britons never will be ſlaves.” 


Her. Alfred, go forth! lead on the lh . 
Fo thee reveal'd in viſion.— Lo! they riſe; 

o! patriots, heroes, ſages, croud to birth : 
nd bards to ſing them in immortal verſe! 
ſee thy commerce, Britain, graſp the world : 
Il nations ſerve thee; every foreign flood, 
dubjected, pays its tribute to the Thames. 
Thither the golden South obedient pours 
is ſunny treaſures : thither the ſoft Eaſt 
der ſpices, delicacies, gentle gifts: 
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* And thither his rough trade the ſtormy North. 


See, where beyond the vaſt Atlantic ſurge, 

By boldeſt keels untouch'd, a dreadful ſpace ! 

Shores yet unfound, ariſe ! in youthful prime, 

With towering foreſts, mighty rivers crown'd! 

Theſe ſtqop to Britain's thunder. This new world, 

Shook to its centre, trembles at her name : 

And there her ſons, with aim exalted, ſow 

The ſeeds of riſing empire, arts, and arms. 
Britons, proceed, the ſubje deep command, 

Awe with your-navies every hoſtile land. 

Vain are their threats, their armies all are vain : 

They rule the balanc'd world, who rule the main. 


